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FELSO 


WASHES EVERYTHING BETTER! 
ale a onl ow han, 


There’s only one “proof of the pudding” when 
you buy washing products. That's to try them 
... at home ... with your own wash. 
Compare ... feel your FELSO-clean clothes. af 
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Try FELSO. You'll see that gentle 
just-right suds give you the freshest, 
most fragrant, sweetest-smelling 
wash. Did you ever see whiter 
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SIX STORIES FROM TRUE LIFE 


Fe ee ON TCU. 5 5 oa oi tins ed em erien sande pacibbihbe te 15 
Kate broke up her home and almost wrecked the life of her pretty, fair-skinned 
daughter when she tried to push her into white society. 


ORC OE TERE OL EEL Te: Ta ee 20 
Dotty’s job was helping provide phony evidence for divorce cases until she and 
her private-eye boss found exciting testimony in their own hearts. 

we Gee Fe Gove A Baby... ...cicccscscscceccsnvses ee eS Oe Pe oe rer 22 
Peg found out that a lonely wife with an empty heart can become a happy 
mother with an armful of human happiness. 

OE SU NS OSS sas é wice odo 0 Ra leas nine ae aaa 28 
Gerry ditched Bill and his jalopy to get on Cadillac time with her big-shot boss, 
but when she found out money wasn’t everything, she came running home. 

I Se I os divi no wlan 6 aad ORR ERED Kee so 0 0 09/5 30 
Truck-driver Joe’s furious temper threatened the peace of his family life until a 
little guy came along who was Joe’s match. 

EEE ETE ee rt eer Oe Pee eT Teer eee 34 
Living with memories and in the reflected glory of a war hero husband suited 
Joyce until Gil’s burning kisses awoke her from dreams of the past. 

SPECIAL FEATURES 

Oe ee eT eT Pe By Mrs. Jesse Owens / 
The pretty wife of the world’s onetime “fastest human” tells the extraordinary 
story of their romance—and their two marriages to each other. 

Should Husbands Boss The Family Budget?................. igeereeed 10 
Don and Laura hit a marital reef about family finances until Doc came along 


with his sane advice about who should wear the purse pants in their home. 


er PeeeerreTeeree see By Sidney Bechet 2 
After 23 years. of separation from the girl he loved and‘lost in Germany, noted 
jazz musician Sidney Bechet tells how he found and wed her. 
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ROVAL CROWN 
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Made from the finest oils imported 
from the Perfume Capitals of the World | 
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The Softer Dressing 


for Softer Hair 


ROYAL CROWN Hair 
Dressing is made espe- 
cially for women. Only 


the finest ingredients are 


- weed 


including imported 
Olive Oil. it helps keep 
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Letters To 


PLEA FOR TEENERS 

I have been reading Tan Conressions for 
about two months now. I think it is a very 
good magazine. 

I think the story, “We Played With Hell,” 
is the best story of-all. The reason is because 
it tells teen-agers about using dope. I am a 
junior high school girl, age 14. I think you 
should write more stories for teen-agers. 

B. J. Topps 
Pasco, Wash. 


ANOTHER BAKER FAN 


I have been a regular reader of Tan Con- 
FESSIONS since the first issue, and I’ve enjoyed 
every one. I especially enjoyed the life story 
of Josephine Baker. My, she must lead a very 
interesting life. 

I was thrilled after I read “We Played With 
Hell.” I would like to see more stories of that 
length. The only objection I see in Tan Con- 
FESSIONS is that the stories are too short. I’ve 
finished the whole book within two hours after 
I purchase it, and it seems so long until the 
next issue is out. 

I must say that Tan ConrFessIons is very in- 
teresting and educational too. Keep up the 
good work and I’ll always be a regular cus- 
tomer. 

Jermaline Coleman 
Urbancrest, Ohio 


WANTS MORE VARIETY 
I have been a reader of TAN CONFESSIONS 
for a long time, and frankly I think you are 
going from bad to worse. Why don’t you put 
some stories in about real poor people? Or 
are there stories like that that ever entered 
your mind? I am sick of reading your so- 
called “Big Shot” stories, and so are a lot of 
other people arid nearly all my friends. 
Pardon me if I over-did it, but it’s your 
magazine, you know, and whether you sell it 
or not, it’s not my worry, so suit yourself. 
Why are all your stories about nice people? 
Don’t bad people have a life story? Or maybe 
they aren’t good enough to have a story. You 
make me angry! 
From an ex-reader! 
C. N. Daniel 
Campbell, Ohio 


REAL TC ROOTER 

I am a student of the Barberton High 
School. I am 17 years old and think your 
issues of TAN CONFESSIONS are really fine. I 
have read every issue. 

Some people write horrible things about the 
magazine but don’t pay them any mind be- 
cause some people are jealous and would do 
anything to break it up. 

I will continue to read it as long as there is 
a Tan COnFEssIONs. 

Audrey Johnson 
Barberton, O. 


STORIES TRUE TO LIFE 

Everyone, I suppose, enjoys reading or lis- 
tening to stories similar to his or her own life 
experiences. I think Tan ConFEssIONs is a won- 
derful magazine, mainly because it is largely 
made up of articles, features and stories of 
“show business” personalities. Thus, I en- 
joyed reading “My Heart Went Dancing” in 
your October issue, as well as many other 

similar features in past issues. 
V. O. Whiteside 


Hollywood, California 


ALLOTMENT WIFE 

I am a regular reader of Tan CONFESSIONS 
and enjoy reading it very much. In your Sep- 
tember issue the story, “Allotment Wife,” was 
filled mostly with hatred and less synipathy 
where the woman was concerned. Why is a 
story like this published when so many of our 
servicemen will read this story and perhaps 
will be in doubt of their wives or their sweet- 
hearts who they had planned to marry? 


The Editor 


Being here near an army camp | have hear 
several soldiers after reading this story state 
that they will never marry as long as they are 
in the service because all women are alike. 
But truly, I believe there are women in this 
world who have married for love and are far 
from being allotment wives as shown in this 
story. 

My husband is a serviceman, serving his 
country in Korea, and no matter in what shape, 
form or fashion he comes home, | will stil] 
love him and most of all he will know I didn 
marry him to become an allotment wife. 

Lois Newsome 
Leavenworth, Kans, 


I have been reading your magazines for the 
last year and | really enjoy them. 

The story I liked best in the October issue 
was “Allotment Wife.” I think all women 
should read this story and if they do. perhaps 
they won’t take GI's for suckers. 

I enjoy reading your “Teen Talk” too. I sup. 
pose you think I am old but I am only 6 
years old. All I can say is keep the teen age 
talk going. 

Inez Gonu 
Chicago, Ill 


| enjoy your magazine very much and I ep. 

joy every story more than words can express, 

But most of all, | am grateful to you for 

“Allotment Wife.” I can hardly wait to re 
ceive my copy each month. 

Dorothy M. Thomas 

Monticello, Ga. 


WISHES LOVERS LUCK 


I wish to tell you how much I enjoyed the 
story, “My Japanese Romance.” I hope some 
day soon Bill and Nikki will be united. 

I work with the Japanese people and find 
them pleasant to talk with, very friendly and 
courteous. Please let us have more of these 


stories. 
M. Burris 
Salem, N. J. 


SAYS WE’RE BEST 


After reading the October issue of Tan Cov: 
FESSIONS which was the first one for me, I had 
to tell you how much I enjoyed reading it. | 
truly enjoyed all the stories more than words 
can express. I think the magazine is the bes 
I have read, especially among those concer- 
ing Negroes. 

The six stories from true life were excelleat. 
I hope all teen-agers read, “We Played With 
Hell.” I believe it tops them all. I love Tay 
ConFessions and shall continue to buy my 


issue every month. 
Naomi Carter 


Grimes, Va. 


CONSTANT READER 


I have been a constant reader of Tan Cov- 
FEssions and I speak for a lot of the fellows 
in my outfit. We really enjoy reading TA 
ConFessions because we G.I.’s in Korea gel 
lonesome. The stories are really swell and we 
appreciate reading it, so keep up the ¢ 
work. 

Cpl. Luther Cooper and Buddies 
Somewhere in Korea 


STORIES KEEP HIM HOME 


I really enjoy reading Tan Conressions. | 
am a day worker, and when | come from wor! 
I like to stop at the Post Office for my mail 
The day I receive my copy of TAN ConrFEs 
sions, I don’t go out that night; your mag 
zine keeps me indoors. I have found your 
articles so excellent. 

Boyd Myler 


Curacao, N.WL. 
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BY MRS. JESSE OWENS 


Se BEEN proposed to twice and mar- 
ried twice to the same man. Yet I’ve 
never been divorced. Strange? Well, it 
did happen to me and today, as the wife 
of Jesse Owens, who covered himself 
with Olympics championship glory in 
1936 and won for himself the title of 
the “world’s fastest human,” I can look 
back on one of the most unusual ro- 
mances a girl ever had—and one of the 
nicest. 

It all began back in 1929 when I was 
attending Fairmont Junior High School 
of Cleveland, Ohio, my home town. Be- 
ing the youngest child in a family of five, 
| was the pet of my older brothers who 
were working and who saw to it that | 
had spending money and nice clothes. 
I guess I was spoiled by them. Other- 
wise I wouldn’t have ignored handsome 
Jesse who was one of the most popular 
boys in the school and just then getting 
into the limelight on the Fairmont track 
team. 

We walked past one another, bumped 
and constantly exchanged glances for 
several weeks of the new semester with- 
gut saying a word. Jesse evidently fig- 
ured I should speak first and being a 
proud little thing, I thought it fitting and 


proper for the boy to make the first 
advance. 

We began speaking purely by coin- 
cidence one rainy morning on our way 
to school. He had an umbrella. I had 
none. He offered to carry my books 
while I held the umbrella and I agreed. 
That started the friendship that led to 
our eventual marriage. 

Those were the days when Jesse was 
just another kid, but blessed with the 
fastest feet in Cleveland high school cir- 
cles. He didn’t have much and neither 
did I, but we learned to love one another 
very much. Consequently when on July 4 
1931, we attended a Baptist church pic- 
nic he waited until he had swallowed the 
rest of a boiled egg before he proposed 
to me for the first time. 

“Listen, Ruth,” he said, “We’ve been 
spending a lot of time together. | think 
you love me enough and I certainly love 
you enough for us to get married.” 

I was breathless for you can imagine 
how a girl 15 years old would feel being 
asked by the man she loves most to marry 
him. Needless to say, I said yes! 

We were attending East Tech High 
School then where Jesse got national at- 
tention as a (Continued on Page 79) 
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You need no and no samples or anything. 
Just rush your name, address. end hs Big Demonstration 
Kit with stocking. s« sent you ABSOLUT! LY FREE! WRITE TOD. 

AMERICAN HOSIERY MILLS. Dept. B-162, Indianapolis 7, ind. 


EVEN IF YOU DONT KNOW 
A NOTE OF MUSIC NOW... 


You Can Learn Your Favorite 
Instrument This Easy A-B-C Way 


No special talent, no previous training needed. This 
U. S. School home-study method is so successful be- 
cause you learn to play by playing real tunes by note, 
right from the start. And just think, you can learn your 
favorite instrument for only a few cents a day. If inter- 
ested, mail coupon for FREE Booklet and Print and 
Picture Sample. See for yourself how easy it is to 
learn any instrument, right at home, in 
spare time, without a pri- 
vate teacher. 

Write to U. S. SCHOOL OF 
MUSIC, Dept. B 341, 
Port Washington, N. Y. 















FREE! Print and Picture Sampl 
Write to U. Ss. ore OF MUSIC, Dept. 8B 341, 
Port Washington, N. 
Please send me Free Bocklet and Print and Picture 
Sample. I would like to play (Name Instrument). 
Have you 

Instrument ........6-se0e08- Instrument?. . . 
ee ee er 

(Please Print) 
RRGIOED occ ec cccc over sesecbeseeerstccesesecie ‘ 






























OVER 5! MILLION PACKAGES SOLD 


If you suffer itchy, 
misery of blackheads, 
acne, eczema, simple 
ringworm, get and 
use Black and White 
Ointment today. 25c, 
60c, 85c. Also use 
Black and White Soap. 


BLACK 48> WHITE 


OINTMENT 
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SAMPLE SUITS TO WEAR 
Pay No Money! Send No nll 


Our plan makes it for you to eae ed 

suits and overcoata without ad on edition to Your 
big cash earni o Fala oiet nite. uh coupon for 
FREE OUT: 


STONE- FIELD } ape Dept. B-964 
532 S. Throop St. Chicago 7, lll. 


STONE-FIELD CORP., Dept. B-964 
532 S. Threep St. Chicage 7, iu. 
Dear Sir: I WANT A onneess SUIT TO 
AND SHOW, without paying 1c for it. Rush Val 
Suit Cou and Sample Kit of -actual 
ABSOLUTELY FREE. 
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HE BIRDS and bees routine is more 
of a joke in this hepped age as a 
means of explaining the facts of life to 
the younger generation, but there is one 


‘phase of winged life that can’t be so 


easily laughed away. You guys and gals, 
like adolescent magpies, sooner or later 
reach the point where you want to quit 
the family nest. You want to leave home 
sweet home and go out into the big, 


-wide, beautiful world to find your right- 


ful fame and fortune. 

More power to you! The urge to try 
your own wings is a normal one. It is 
all a part of growing up, this eagerness 
to be on your own. It is the when to 
leave, the why for and the how that need 
a going over. 

If you have finished your education or 
have gone as far beyond high school 
commencement as money and the ability 
to learn allow—or you have gone and 
got yourself married—then good luck 
and Godspeed. You are probably old 
enough to take care of yourself and ma- 
ture enough to be thinking about a life 
and home of your own. 

There are exceptions, of course. All 
too often Negro teen-agers are forced to 
make it alone because of broken homes 
Many of 


today’s leaders arose from an unfor- 


or dire economic necessity. 
tunate home life—or no home life at 
all. Ethel Waters, Louis Armstrong and 
many other greats made it the hard way 
because they were strong enough to sur- 
vive. Not all are as fortunate. 

But to you lesser cats and kittens who 
just want to “get out from under the 
pressure at home,” to escape that “back 
hand” of Ma’s or the carping tongue of 
“the old man” so you can run your fool 
head off or do as you darned well please, 
hold everything. You aren’t ready. 

The urge to go North or to leave your 
one-horse town for big city neons is 
strong. Compared to the lives of movie 
story-book heroes your own life must 
seem hopelessly dull. but not all those 
characters in Big Town live happily ever 


after. What you see and read about is 





a make-believe world—a far cry from 
the real McCoy. 

Laugh all you want about the “sinful 
world” and that “den of iniquity” the 
Old Folks are forever harping about, but 
if you will take the time to read your 
daily paper you will see that the woods 
are still filled with dangers. Only today 
they come in the form of crime syndi- 
cates, vice rings, dope dens, gangs and 
fixes. Those far wiser and older than 
yourself get themselves lured away from 
the paths of righteousness, so don’t kid 
yourself into believing that you are too 
smart to get hurt, honeychile. Nearly 15 
per cent of all those arrested in this 
country are teen-agers, and a far larger 
number get into trouble but because of 
special handling, their names do not 
make the police blotters. 

So if you want to leave your fine bed 
and board because the folks are too 
strict, because you hate school—or just 
for plain cussedness, think twice before 
you pack that suitcase. The world out 
there is plenty rough, cold and un- 
friendly. 

If you must go, and eventually you 
must, don’t run away. Don’t sneak of 
into the night. Go with the blessings of 
your parents and the good wishes of your 
friends. Plan your going. Don’t just “go 
to a big city” to find “a job” and “make 
some money.” Select a specific town be 
cause it offers the best opportunities in 
the field in which you have had your 
training. Better yet, have a job before 
you go. You can take a civil service 
exam or qualify for a teaching assign 
ment while you are still at home and not 
only will you have a choice of locations, 
but you will be assured of a definite job 
and salary. 

Have some idea where you will stay. 
All large cities face a serious housing 
shortage and finding suitable living quar- 
ters can be as difficult as finding a de 
cent job. 

Save until you have enough money to 
last you at least a month without work- 
ing plus train fare home. Always hang 
onto that train (Continued on Page 54) 
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OUIS JORDAN, the jocular expo- 

nent of a rollicking style in jazz who 
first became widely famed as a combo 
maestro, recently shelved his small unit 
idea on recordings for big band stylings. 
The switch represented a surprise move 
by the sax-playing bandleader who, with 


his much-publicized Tympany Five, had 
become one of the top attractions on 
Decca. Some observers figured it was 
like giving up a sure thing. But Jordan, 
long experienced in the jazz game, evi- 
dently knew better. For now with a 14- 
piece aggregation he is scoring just as 
well on wax as he did with his combo. 
His big band, though organized less than 
six months ago, has already won great 
favor with fans and is still growing in 
popularity. It could possibly become the 
best selling group that Jordan has ever 
presented on records. 

Decca’s offerings by the new Jordan 
band are varied, spanning a wide seg- 
ment of jazz from sentimental ballads to 
indigo blues, straight melodies to zany 
novelties. The releases include nine 
thythmical gems (Birthday Boogie, How 
Blue Can You Get? Louisiana Lodge 
Meeting, Carryin’ On, Christmas Song, 
Trust in Me, Three Handed Woman, 
Please Don’t Leave Me and Fat Sam). 

Best received of the lastest Jordan 
pressings is 7’rust in Me, an old ballad 
favorite that showcases an easy vocal by 
the stocky, little maestro with steady 
ensemble support. The side has been ex- 
tremely popular in juke box circles. Re- 
verse of the platter is a novelty, Cock A 
Doodle Doo, framed lively in typical 
Jordan comedy (Continued on Page 79) 
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LEE MODES 


12th St. and 7th Ave. 
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\ THE streaky, gray dawn, I came 
up out of the 8th Avenue subway. 
as sleepy and evil. It wasn’t bad 
igh to have lost a whole Saturday 
ght of sleep, but here I was with one 
iaining dollar to my name. Bitterly, 
emembered my promise to take Laura 
| the kid to the Apollo Sunday after- 





in 


i 


J 


noon. The Apollo, indeed, I thought 
scornfully. Heck, I’d be lucky if I had 
enough carfare and lunch money fot 
Monday and payday was a whole week 
away. Boy, that had been a rough poker 
game. Turning into 127th street, I shook 
my head again like a dog coming out of 
water. Who'd ever expected Hack Jones 


WILY LURE 


Don and Laura hit a marital reef about finances but Doc came along with some sane advice. 


to be holding a royal flush in his hot 
little hand just when I had managed to 
get three kings. 

Laura was going to be pretty sore 
when I told her I was broke. I felt 4 
flush of defensive anger rising. Laura, 
indeed! She had no kick comirg. My 
irritation increased as I visualized for 








the hundredth time that impossible-to- 
forget stack of unpaid bills piled on my 
desk. That was the trouble with having 
a pretty, pampered wife. They never 
knew when to stop spending. 

At our building, | stumbled tiredly up 
the steps, slipped my key in the door and 
prepared to tiptoe in lightly, not wanting 
to wake Laura. | headed down the nar- 
row hallway toward the kitchen. They 
say when a man goes broke gambling, he 
gets hungry. I was going to throw to- 
gether a light sandwich and wolf down 
some cold milk before turning in for 
some winks. 

I was in for a big surprise. 
was standing stone-still at the living 
She was wearing her 


Laura 


room window. 
negligee and an anxious look. She didn’t 
budge when I entered the room. [| leaned 
over to plant a kiss on her lips, but she 
moved her head angrily and shot me a 
poisonous look out of red, wakeful eyes. 

“Where’ve you been?” she demanded 
wrathfully. 

‘I straightened up resentfully. My 
weariness, disgust at the outcome of the 
| game and amazement at Laura’s ques- 
| tion, all swirled around inside of me. I 
- exploded. 

“Where’ve I been?” 


know very well where I’ve been. Where 


I repeated. “You 


' am I| every Saturday night? Playing 
| poker and you know it. Let’s not get 
into the role of the mistreated little 
wifie. After me losing money too!” 
“Yeah, I'll bet you lost,” Laura 
| sneered, her pretty face unrecognizable 
| in its ugly hatefulness. “You always 
| lose. How do I know you've been play- 
ing poker? How do I know you haven't 
been out with that Jackson hussy ?” 
Eva Jackson was my old girl, the one 
/fd run around with seriously before 
Laura and | got hitched. She always 
brought Eva into the discussion when 
she was angry. Knowing that, I guess 
"I shouldn’t have let it get under my 
skin, but my heated ire was now boiling. 
“Maybe if I had married Eva, | 
wouldn’t be in the fix I’m in now—with 
a whole gang of unpaid bills,” I shot 
back. “Bills that I don’t know how to 
pay or when I'll be able to. You ought 
to be happy that I have enough sense 
to take a few dollars and try to get ahead 
ina game. Maybe one of these nights 
I'll be lucky and we won’t have to worry 
about having furniture moved out for 


us by the (Continued on Page 75) 


Day by day be lovelier for him! 


TRY NEW 


NADINOLA DE LUXE 


AMAZING GREASELESS BLEACHING CREAM 


Don’t deprive your skin of this won- 
derful newaid to beauty for another 
day! Give it the help of Nadinola’s 
swift bleaching and clearing action 
now! This new Nadinola De Luxe 
cream is non-oily —there’s no messy 
rubbing off on clothing or pillow! 
Use Nadinola De Luxe at night with 
delight—and in daytime as a per- 
fect foundation cream. 
See day-by-day progress! 

Let your mirror show you how fast 
Nadinola De Luxe lightens and 


brightens your skin—counteracts 
oily shine— helps loosen and remove 


LIGHTENS SKIN 
LESSENS SHINE 





RESULTS 
GUARANTEED 
FROM JUST ONE JAR 





blackheads and leaves your skin 
feeling softer, smoother. See how 
soon your complexion looks lighter, 
smoother, younger! 


Money-Back Guarantee! 


Get Nadinola De Luxe Greaseless 
Bleach Cream now—special 69¢, at 
your drug store or toilet counter, on 
money back guarantee. Nadinola, 
Paris, Tennessee. 


The original, genuine, ever 
famous Nadinola Bleaching 
Cream for those who prefer 
the extra richness of fine oils 
in their skin cream—special 
57¢ and 89¢ sizes. 
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Baking is one of 


America’s high industries in wages. 

Not seasonable, but — ‘round —, 
field for trained and e: 

Thorough basic spare ¢ ime home study 
course lays solid foundation. If you have 
the aptitude for this type of } mg send for 
FREE Booklet, “Opportunities in Com- 
mercial Baking.” 


NATIONAL BAKING 
835 Diversey Puwy.. Depts Dept. 3231. 351 Cnicage 14, mm. 
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KEEP SLIM AT 
HOME WITH 
RELAXING, 
SOOTHING 
MASSAGE! 


For Greatest Benefit 
in Reducing by Massage 


USE w 


et Reducer 


with electricity. Also used as an aid in the 
relief of pains for which massage is indicated. 


This remarkable new inven- 
tion uses one of the most ef- 
fective reducing methods em- 
ployed by masseurs 

ish baths—MASSAGE. 

With the SPOT REDUCER 
you can now enjoy the benefits 
or RELAXING, SOOTHING 
massage in the privacy of your 
own home! Simple to use— 
just plug in, grasp and 
apply over most any part of 
the body—stomach, hips, chest, 
neck, thighs, arms, etc. The 
relaxing, soothing massage 
breaks down FATTY TIS- 
SUES, tones the muscles and 
flesh, and the increased a) - 
ened blood circulation helpa 
carry away waste fat—helps 
you regain and keep a firmer 
and more graceful figure. 

the Spo 


When t _ 
ducer, it’s almest like having your own private masseur a 
home. {t's fun reducing this way! The SPOT REDUCER 
is handsomely made of light weight aluminum and rubber 
and truly a beautiful invention you will be 
thankful you own. AC 110 volts. 


TRY THE SPOT REDUCER 
10 DAYS TRIAL IN YOUR OWN HOME 
Mail this coupon with only $1.00 for your SPOT RE- 
DUCER on approval. Pay postman $8.95 ples delivery—or 
send $9.95 (full peice) 4 we = postage prepaid. Use 
it for ten days in you e. Then if not delighted 
return SPOT REDUC ER "ter full purchase price refund. 


| spor REDUCER CO., Dept. E-864 
318 Market S$t., Newark, New Jersey 


Please send me the SPOT REDUCER for 10 days 

trial period. I enclose $1, upon arrival zo = pay 

postman only $8.95 plus postage and handli If not 
| Selightea I may return SPOT REDUCER within 10 
days for prompt refund of full purchase price. 















Oe 


Name 





Address 





City State. 

© SAVE POSTAGE—check here if you enclose $9.95 
with coupon. We pay all postage and ‘poet 
charges, Same money back guarantee applies. 
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MAKE $50-$60 A WEEK 
Practical nurses are needed in every 
community. ..doctors rely on them... 
patients appreciate their cheerful, ex- 
pert care. You can learn practical 
nursing at home in spare time, Course 
endorsed by physicians. 53rd yr. Earn 
while learning. High School not re- 
Men, women, 18 to 60. Trial plan. Write now! 
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STARS AND NUMBERS 


ORMALLY, JANUARY is not con- 

sidered the most encouraging month 
for love and romance. However, this year 
brings a shift in tide which may be found 
more promising than any of the months 
that follow. Therefore, it is well to be 
alert. We can expect love and affection 
to manifest a rapid and active tempo. 
The high tide for romance is from the 
third to the tenth. A new engagement or 
other attachment, during this period, is 
full of promise. 

This is a period when conflicts may 
arise and many become involved in si- 
multaneous love affairs with different 
objects of affection. For some readers 
there will be affairs of the heart involv- 
ing people at distant places; affairs 
which will be productive of cards, letters 
and frequent long distance phone calls. 

More military demands will separate 
lovers this month. Also there will be a 
larger number of GI’s returning from 
far-off places to re-claim their love. Many 
will find themselves involved in alliances 
with those of foreign birth. 

The tendency during January will be 
toward more impulsive, but less constant 
responses of affection. This can produce 
uncertainty and doubt between lovers. 
A good policy during such a trying 
period is to be natural and to avoid 
situations which would give a loved one 
offense or convey indifference. People 
in love are oversensitive and rebufling 
them, even slightly, may cause serious 
ruptures in relationships. Again, many 
affectionate relationships formed during 
this period may be short-lived. It is a 
time for strict adherence to a refined 
romantic attitude. 

To produce the best impression, aim 
to appeal to the mental and spiritual 
ideals of the chosen one. This may call 
for more delicacy in the choice of dress, 
places to visit and general social at- 
mosphere. 

While there may be some inclination 
to over-seriousness in love matters, some 
evidences of fickleness and heartlessness 
may occur. 

It is best at times like these to balance 







any disappointment about the actions 
of loved ones by reminding oneself of 
the true temperament they have dis. 
played under other conditions. Indica- 
tions of shortness of temper, callous at- 
titudes and other _ unpleasantnesses 
should be ignored. 
Some of the better dates for engage- 
ments or marriages are the 6th, 13th 
(one of the best), eve of the 20th and 
30th. The love-romance-marriage ray of 
Venus lines up with birthdays of Aries, 
Gemini, Leo, Libra, Sagittarius and 
Awuarius from the third to the twenty- 
seventh. Jupiter, the planet of friendship 
and welfare, gives support to Venus, a 
fortunate combination. The _ planet, 
Uranus, electrifies the romantic rays for 
birthdays under Taurus, Cancer, Virgo, 
Scorpio and Pisces all month. 
The following number combinations 
are linked to good “luck” and fortune 
in January: 1, 4 and 8. 3, 6 and 9. 3,5 
and 6. 2, 4 and 6. 
My January selection of the days fa- 
vorable to the conduct of activities which 
will affect your welfare are as follows: 
Aries born 2, 3, 5, 9, 12, 15, 22, 30, 31. 
Taurus born 1, 5, 6, 7, 10, 14, 15, 24, 31. 
Gemini born 3, 5, 8, 9, 13, 18, 20, 26, 30. 
Cancer born 1, 5, 6, 8, 10, 11, 14, 15, 22, 
27. 

Leo born 3, 6, 7, 12, 13, 17, 22, 
31. 

Virgo born 5, 6, 8, 15, 16, 20, 24, 

Libra born 7, 8, 12, 13, 14, 17, 18, 

Scorpio born 1, 2, 8, 9, 10, 15, 
24, 31. 

Sagittarius born 3, 
26, 30. 

Capricorn born 1, 5, 6, 8, 15, 16, 
27. 

Aquarius born 1, 3, 4, 6, 7 
29. 

Pisces born 1, 2, 5, 9, 10, 20, 24, 25, 27. 
28. 

Readers who do not know the sign of 
the Zodiac under which they were born, 
can obtain this information by sending 
a self-addressed, stamped envelope t 
Helen Sides, Tan Confession, 1820 5. 
Michigan Ave., Chicago, III. 


26, 30, 
25, 30. 
22, 31. 
20, 21. 
7, 12, 13, 17, 18, 22, 
24, 25. 


, 8, 18, 20, 22. 
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Helen Sides 
HE YEAR 1952 can be a turning 


point in your life—a year in which 
you move toward a more glorious future, 
greater happiness, a bigger measure of 
spiritual well-being. To a degree, we 
may all influence our futures, shape our 
lives. Our attitudes help to channel the 
way life must flow. 

While prophesy is a risky business, | 
venture to say that if you can eliminate 
fear from your minds and conduct your- 
self on the principle of love alone, you 
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can look forward to 1952 with confi- 
dence. If you want peace, happiness and 
success for the year to come, THINK 
peace, happiness and success. Don’t give 
up or grumble when you have problems 
and don’t resent hard knocks, for they 
give you wisdom and strength. Out of 
bitter disappointment and_ heartbreak 
great souls have emerged whose influ- 
ence upon society is deep and ineradi- 
cable. Problems may become stepping 
stones if we have the courage to make 
them so. 

I thought you would enjoy a character 
study of Josephine Baker’s handwriting. 
She is a woman who has triumphed over 
almost unbelievable obstacles to become 
one of the top personalities in the mod- 
ern world. 

Observe the specimen of her handwrit- 
ing. The extreme slant, medium pres- 
sure, words tapering off at the ends and 
letters not connected reveal her kind, 
sympathetic and ardently 
nature, 

She gives expression to her deeply felt 


emotional 


emotions. Her sensitivity and intuitive- 
ness make her keenly aware of the feel- 
ings of others. She has a flair for diplo- 
macy, She is considerate and tolerant. 
Justice is not (Continued on Page 61) 


| 
| 





GLAMOROUS MODEL says: 







| Beautify your complexion with 
Black and White Vanishing Cream. 
It’s greaseless (can’t cause blackheads) 
—actually checks skin oiliness. 
Make-up looks fresher—skin feels 
softer. Try it—have that perfect 
Photo Finish Look—today! 
For face powder that clings like 
mist—lipstick that stoys 
p on and on—look for the 
name Black and White. 











OWL 


too can have that 


“A camera tells more than a mirror 
about make-up. That’s why a model 
has to be sure of her looks. I owe 
that perfect Photo Finish Look to 
Black and White Vanishing Cream. 
I use this wonderful cream as my 
make-up base, always!” 
























ZAEW EATER MONEY 


Create beautiful belts, handbags, wal- 
lets and other leather items that make 
rfect gifts and are easy to sell. 
eathercraft is a simple and easy to 
learn hobby that sag in money and 
enjoyment. Write for big FREE catalog 


TANDY LEATHER COMPANY 


P.O. Box 397-G, Tulsa, Oklahoma 


Sell Children’s Dresses 
fe Easy to MAKE MONEY 


Full or Spare Time! 


It’s a wonderful and delightful way to 
make extra money — just showing your 
friends, neighbors the world’s cutest, 
loveliest children’s dresses for school and 
pre-school ages. Mothers delighted, and 
: children jump with joy when they see 
ae: big selection of adorable styles including 
famous Dan River Ginghams. You make 

big money easy — and get your own chil- 

dren's dresses without paying one penny— 

4) 4) just showing styles for girls and boys and 
f°) taking orders at amazing LOW PRICES. 
Rash name, address today for big, complete 


—_ 
money phe hy ust RUS. your name a 
HARFORD FROCKS, Dept. G-1168, Cincinnati 25, Ohie 
























To be able to speak effectively in public 
offers unusual opportunities for greater 
popularity, busi ad pro- 
motions, and new contacts. Learn theory 
and fundamentals at home in your spare 
? time. Then acquire actual experience and 





NORTH AMERICAN SCHOOL 

835 Diversey Parkway Dept. 3231 Chicago 14, i. 
Please send me FREE booklet, “Puwer of Effective 
Speech,”’ and full particulars. 
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just WOUT MONE. KRISTEE CO., Dept. 2454; Akron 8, 0. 


It’s Wonderful the Way 
Chewing-Gum Laxative 
Acts Chiefly to 


REMOVE WASTE 
NOT 


GOOD FOOD 


@ Here’s the secret millions of folks have 
discovered about FEEN-A-MINT, the mod- 
ern chewing-gum laxative. Yes, here is 
why FEEN-A-MINT's action is so wonder- 
fully different! 

Doctors say that many other laxatives 
start their “flushing” action too soon... 
right in the stomach where food is being 
digested. Large doses of such laxatives 
upset digestion, flush away nourishing 
food you need for health and energy. 
You feel weak, worn out. 

But gentle FEEN-A-MINT, taken as rec- 
ommended, works chiefly in the lower 
bowel where it removes only waste, not 
good food! You avoid that typical weak, 
tired, worn-out feeling. Use FEEN-A-MINT 
and feel your “peppy,” energetic self! Get 
FEEN-A-MINT! No increase in price—still 
25¢, 50¢ or only 10¢. 
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% 2100 ° MONTH 
JUST FOR WEARING 


LOVELY DRESSES! 


Radies—here’s your 
chance to get a whole 
new beautiful wardrobe of 
your own without paying 
@ single penny! And, un- 
believable though it sounds, 
make up to $100 a month, 
besides—just by wearing 
stunning dresses and show- 

ing them to your friends! 


Here’s All You Do! 
Just wear these lovely Fashion 
Frocks, which are given to you 
as a bonus. Take your choice 
of over 150 gorgeous models. 
When friends ask about 
them,—simply explain how 
you can get them the ‘same 
exquisite styles. It’s our unique 
way of advertising the unbeat- 
able values offered by Fashion 
Frocks! You need no experi- 
ence ...and no door-to-door 
canvassing is required ! 

Hurry! Openings Limited! 
Coupon brings you FREE 
“Style Show” with the 
whole thrilling array of Fashion 
Frocks, plus actual fabrics ! 
But please hurry because 
openings are limited! Send in 
coupon before it’s too late! 
No obligation—nothing to buy. 


GIVEN TO YOU 
FASHION FROCKS, naw 


FREE: 
Studie J1114 Cincinnati 2 
MAIL COUPON ON POSTCARD T y 
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DEARLY 
BELOVED 


A Forum For Your Marriage Problems 
Conducted By Frances Abegail Jackson 


EAR MRS. JACKSON: I have been 

going with a 20-year-old man for 
over a year. He is three months my 
senior. Ever since we started going to- 
gether he has been rather nice to me, 
but always acted a little queer. In the 
beginning, we never discussed our loved 
ones, just ourselves. Then just before 
we had known each other for a year, he 
started making excuses about not seeing 
me and the truth finally came out when 
he told me he had been courting older 
ladies and had been all the time. 

He has never seemed to really love 
me, but he would do anything I asked 
him to. We aren’t thinking of marriage, 
but I can’t help wondering why a young 
man should feel the way he does about 
older women. What do you think? 

A.C. 

Dear A. C.: I’m really glad you.aren’t 
thinking of marriage, for the simple rea- 
son that the young man apparently 
doesn’t love you. These emotional at- 
tachments between young men and older 
women are not always to be condemned, 
except in those all-too-frequent cases 
when the young man is making a career 
of it. Some men need an older woman 
around them, or believe they do, for they 
assume that she has greater maturity and 
a greater capacity for love than her jun- 
ior sister. Unconsciously, some men are 
seeking the unwavering devotion and 
protectiveness which their mother sym- 
bolized to them, ad they feel only an 
older woman offers this. Still others prey 
upon older women for financial reasons. 
They exchange their fleeting attentions 
for money. 

It is impossible to say these June- 
January loves are right or wrong. My 
only advice to you is to forget this per- 
son. If he doesn’t love you, someone 
else will. 


* * * 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: I am 16 years old 


| and very much in love with a boy of 17. 
| He promised he would marry me when 


I graduate froin high school in two years, 
My problem now is that I am living 
with my father who is so “old fashioned” 
that he won’t allow me to receive any 
company, and who nags me so much that 
I don’t think I can stand it any more. | 
would like to get married now. If | 
don’t, I want to lead a happier life until 
I am “on my own,” and | hope you will 
tell me how to start. I have to take care 
of my 10 year-old-sister, and I will until 
she is “on her own.” Our mother died 
in 1947. But I wonder if the fellow I am 
going to marry will be willing to help? 
E. A. M. 

Dear E. A. M.: Although it is true 
that some of our grandparents were mar- 
ried and rearing a family when they 
were 16, it somehow just doesn’t seem 
to work out when young girls and boys 
try the same thing today. Usually by the 
time they are 18 they are sick unto the 
death of each other, have several chil- 
dren and wish there were some way they 
could get a divorce without hurting their 
youngsters. 

The love which adolescence breeds just 
doesn’t wear as well as it once did. This 
is especially true when the young girl or 
boy marries in order to escape an un- 
pleasant home life. We can never really 
run away from such problems, and the 
only thing to do is to tackle them. Do 
all you can to make your father believe 
you can accept responsibility. Try to 
make his life at home happier. If you 
sulk all the time, he won’t enjoy home 
too much himself. Perhaps there is an 
emptiness in his life, just as there is in 
yours, because of his wife’s death. 

Then try to get him to let you invile 
a few of your friends over, so that he can 
“supervise them.” If he likes your 
friends, he may not be so reluctant to 
let you go out later. 

There will be many occasions coming 
up when your father could actually go 
with you to things both of you enjoy— 
like football games, some plays 4 
movies, sleigh (Continued on Page 67) 
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| WANTED MY DAUGHTER 10 PASS 


Kate broke up her home and almost wrecked the life of her pretty, fair-skinned 





daughter when she tried to push her across the color line into white society. 


UMB WITH despair, I sat by 
Kathie’s hospital bed. The doctors 
had told me my daughter wasn’t ex- 
pected to live. If she did live, they said, 
perhaps she’d never walk again. Look- 
ing at the unconscivus form of my love- 
ly young daughter, sixteen, beautiful 
and gentle, I shuddered as I remembered 
how much she had loved life. 
It all seemed like a nightmare. The 
newspapers were blaming Vic Bradford, 
the spoiled son of the richest family in 


Bill was holding Kathie tenderly in his 
arms. His face was nestled against hers and 
her smile held all the unleashed wonder of 
dove re-discovered. His eyes were hungry 
on her. “It’s been so long, darling,” he was 

whispering. 


our Southern California city, for the 
tragedy during which Kathie had tum- 
bled from a speeding car. I, alone knew 
that it wasn’t Vic’s fault. I knew that I, 
myself, had pushed my darling Kathie 
to death’s door; I, her mother, who had 
placed her in such a dishonest position 
that she couldn’t bear it and had become 
reckless. 

For I had made the decision that 
Kathie should deny her own race and 
pass for white. I was the one who fought 





Kathie’s wishes and those of her father 
to make her take the step across the 
borderline—the step which led to her 
hospital bed and perhaps to her death. 

I looked around, dazedly. Kathie had 
one of the nicest rooms complete with 
private nurses and specialists. Vic Rad- 
ford’s parents were sparing nothing. I 
should be proud, I thought bitterly. I'd 
wanted luxury for Kathie, hadn’t 1? I'd 
given up Dan, the husband I loved so 
deeply to get luxuries for her. 













































Bill and Kathie were standing inthe middle 

of the living room, locked in an all-out 

embrace. He held her close to him and her 

hand rested caressingly on the back of his 
head. 
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I looked back at Kathie, saw her 
lovely face like carved white marble 
against the tawny brown of her hair. 
The delicate bones stood out sharply, as 
if the skin were drawn over them. Her 
blue eyes were half open, unseeing; her 
breath a rasp that seemed like a saw 
haggling my heart. “Dear God,” I whis- 
pered. “Please!” But I didn’t know 
how to reach Him, not any more. It 
seemed as if when I stepped over the 
line, and started living a lie, | had turned 
my back on God and lost Him. 

A nurse turned to me. “Mrs. Jum- 
per, you need rest. The doctor left a 
sedative for you to take home with you.” 

Home! A picture flashed through my 
mind not of our nicely furnished apart- 
ment here in Molino, but of a shabby 
trailer; myself in the doorway, proudly 
watching the pair coming toward me my 
small daughter, clinging to her father’s 
hand. Kathie, so tiny and dainty, and 
Dan, so big and strong both of them 
with those brown glinting curls and blue, 
blue eyes. 

‘Please go home and rest,” the nurse 
repeated, and my vision faded. I had 
no home. Only a furnished apartment, 
bare without Kathie or Dan. 

The nurse looked at me, curiously. 
She knew there was some underlying 
reason why the Radfords spent money 
so lavishly; a reason that didn’t have 
to do, entirely, with the damage their 
son had done. Perhaps she even guessed 
the truth; that they wanted Kathie kept 
away from others, until she died or was 
able to be moved away, so that the 
world would never know that Vic had 
once fallen in love with a Negro girl! 

Yes, that’s the agreement we had. The 
Radfords would see Kathie through and 
give her a sum of money, afterwards, if 
we kept the story secret. On the other 
hand, if I didn’t agree and the facts be- 
came known, they had money to fight, 
and their lawyer said he was sure any 
jury would realize what a shock it had 
been to Vic Radford to find out that the 
girl he’d been going with was a Negro. 

I’d wanted the best care for Kathie. 
and I’d agreed, numbly, dully. 

The nurse spoke again, hesitantly, 
“There’s a boy, a colored lad, in the 
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hall outside. 
Wright, and he seems desperately anx- 
ious to talk to you.” 

My head jerked up. I'd forgotten 
Bill. From habit, I started to say that 
[ didn’t know him, because Bill belonged 
to the old life, and I’d meant to leave 
him, and his brown-skinned honest face 
behind, when I took Kathie across the 
color line. But Bill had come back, and, 
because of his coming, Kathie now lay 
at the point of death. 

“T’ll see him,” I said, for it didn’t 
matter any more what the nurse or any- 
body else thought. 

1 dreaded meeting Bill, because he 
knew I was to blame about Kathie, but 
when I went out there was only pity in 
his dark eyes. Bill was a tall, hand- 
some nineteen-year-old, with none of the 
easy manners that had given Vic Rad- 
ford his charm, but something far bet- 
ter. He had a kind of simple dignity. 

“Let me take you home, Mrs. Jumper,” 
he begged. “I'll go along and stay by 
the phone while you rest.” 

It was good to be taken care of. Bill 
got the sedative from the nurse and 
drove me home in his old car. Having 
him with me took some of the loneliness 
away. Best of all, it gave me something 
to do, for I realized that Bill couldn’t 
have eaten since the accident. I got 
breakfast and ate with him, then took 
the sedative. 

As I lay on my bed, Bill washed the 
dishes. I tried to listen to him as he 
moved about in the kitchen. 
ing to push back from my mind some 
of the dark worry which besieged me. 
It didn’t work, however. Nothing could 
hold off the black cloud for more than 
aminute or two. All the things I’d tried 
to forget came rushing back, parading 
in front of me in stark reality. 

I can’t remember when my ambition 
to “pass” was born, but I was quite 
young. Mama died when I was five, but 
I still have memories of a small neat 
home in Florida; of Mama humming 
happily as she cooked and cleaned. I 
recall how happy we would be when 


He says his name is Bill 


I was striv- 


Dad came home from his work of tak- 
ing care of old Miss Ella Dane’s small 
orange grove. 








When Kate, whose fair skin had brought her 
unhappiness, tried to force her pretty daughter 
across the color line, tragedy was the result. 


I remember when Mama died. Dad 
married again after, married 
plump happy-go-lucky Linda, who only 
wanted a good time. We moved around 
a lot after that, because Linda liked it 
that way. I became terribly lonely be- 
cause I realized, after a time, that Linda 
didn’t like me. Things became worse 
after her own children were born; two 
little dark-skinned girls, the very like- 
ness of Linda. People stared curiously 
when they saw us all together. For | 
had skin as white as a magnolia bloom 
and my soft, curly hair was the same 
color as my soft, brown eyes. In fact, 
there was no apparent difference be- 
tween me and the white children who 
never played with us or went to the same 


soon 


school. 

When people commented about me, 
Linda would say: “Kate’s no child of 
mine. I ain’t havin’ none like her.” She 
said it as if | were a disgrace. | shrank 
inside, hating her and hating the peo- 
ple who had stared and caused her to 
make the remark. Oh, those stares! 
Stares from people who saw me playing 
in the schoolyard with the darker- 
skinned children, stares from folks who 
saw me take my seat in the Jim Crow 
section of street cars, busses and trains. 
And, worst of all—stares from the very 
people with whom I sat. There seemed 
no place for me at all. 


HAD to find a place. 

an obsession with me early in life. I 
had to find a place where people ac- 
cepted me, and where I would belong. 
As soon as I was old enough, I went to 
work, doing housework, anything decent, 
and getting what education | could, on 
the side, I read, studied, tried to im- 
prove myself. I saved money. I parted 
company, too, with Dad and Linda, and 
began moving northward, from job to 
job, always hoping to find a place where 
I could fit in, and thus get rid of the 
gnawing loneliness inside me. 

Sometimes, through those early years, 


It got to be 





I thought of “passing,” but I didn’t quite 
know how. I guess I always meant to do 
it, some day, but it seemed such a des- 
perate, fearful step to take alone, that I 
put it off, yet went on making myself 
ready for the day it would happen. 
When I was sixteen, and working in 
a tool-parts factory in Detroit, | met 
Dan Jumper, another worker, and the 
loneliness left me. 
day, all my life changed, for I fell in love 
with Dan just that quickly. He loved 
me, too, my big strong tender Dan, with 
his blessed understanding. Dan was like 
me, bright-skinned. His complexion was 


Almost in a single 


not as fair, but with his tawny brown 
hair and deep blue eyes, the darker cast 
of his skin only passed for sun tan, and 
complemented his rugged features. 

He was often mistaken for a Portu- 
gese, or someone with Italian or Spanish 
ancestors. Dan never let people wonder 
long. He'd tell them he was a Negro, 
with a pride I couldn’t comprehend not 


’ then. 


Dan couldn’t comprehend my bitter 
discontent. “I know it’s tough, at times, 
especially for a girl,” he would say. “But 
there’s a reason for folks like us, Kate. 
Maybe we can bring understanding to 
both our bloods. The world is working 
toward that, and we can help.” 

“All I want is understanding for us. 
Dan!” I'd cry out, vehemently, but when 
he drew me into his arms and kissed 
me, the bitterness would die out, and I'd 
feel sure that Dan and I could make our 
own happiness—a world for two. 

We were married on his nineteenth 
birthday, just after 1 was seventeen. 
Because we both hated cities and the 
confinement of factory life, we pooled 
our savings and bought a shabby trailer. 
“Maybe things will be better out west,” 
he said, “and I know there’s farm work 
to be had. 
Carolina farm, you know. Maybe some 
day we'll have a few acres of our own.” 

The morning after our wedding, as 
we were riding westward. the trailer 


I was raised on a North 








Dan and 


the color line wa® ” 


Kate want 


i ea 
but it cost a lot in heartbr 


trundling behind us, I first mentioned my 
secret wish. “Dan, we’re going to a new 
country. People will treat us like white 
folks.” 

“Why not?” he laughed. “We look 
white, and I guess it won’t make any differ- 
ence while we’re on the go, anyhow!” 

“Dan!” I declared breathlessly. “Why 
do folks need to know? Why don’t we 
bury the past, and be white, from now on?” 

His blue eyes were shocked as he looked 
at me. “You mean that we should pass?” 
he asked huskily. Then, at my nod, “We 
couldn’t, Kate. We'd never feel right.” 

“Why not? Other races do it! If aman 
has a Norwegian great-grandfather, he 
doesn’t go around explaining it! Why 
should we?” 

“T don’t know the answer, darlin’,” Dan 
said gently, “but I know that it’s different 
with us. Maybe it’s the fact that the man 
with the Norwegian grandfather could tell 
it, even brag about it, and it wouldn’t mat- 
ter to anyone. But with us—” He was 
silent a moment, then went on, “The time 
will come when it won’t matter for us, 
either, but till then, let’s live honestly, 
Kate. It’s the only way to happiness.” 

Oh, I was happy with Dan, because I 
loved him so; happy, though the going was 
pretty rugged, those first two years. Times 
were hard, and Dan could get no ranch 
work beyond enough to buy our bare ne- 
cessities—food and gas, and second-hand 
tires. We wandered on toward the west 
coast, each of us working where we could. 
We were in the California desert when we 
both got jobs in the lettuce fields. The 
other workers there, we found, would move 
on to another job, for they were “fruit 
tramps,” following the fruit harvest back 
and forth over California. Sometimes, they 
packed oranges. Sometimes they gathered 
walnuts, or cut peaches and apricots for 
drying under great hot sheds in the San 
Joaquin Valley. They were always moving, 
gypsies of the harvest, and they asked us to 
join them. There were colored people 
among them, and all accepted us in their 
gentle, easy-going way. 

We joined them. To Dan, it meant a 
chance to work outdoors, to help gather a 
harvest, which he loved. To me, it meant 
that I could work, too, so that we could 
save toward a better life, for I was still am- 
bitious. I think I still hugged to me my 
secret desire to pass as white, although I 
was so happy as Dan’s wife that I paid 
little heed to it. 
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Then Kathie came, and I knew utter joy, 
yet it was then that I began wanting, 


double-fold, assurance that Kathie would 


never feel an outcast, as I had. The long- 
ing to have her secure kept gnawing at my 
happiness. I began talking to Dan about 
leaving the life we led, and settling down 
somewhere as whites. 

“It wouldn’t work, Kate!” he’d say stub- 
bornly . . . and, after a time, my ambition 
reared a barrier between us. The old joy 
was gone, and the only bridge between our 
hearts was the love each of us had for 
Kathie, beautiful, dainty Kathie, with her 
pale skin, deep blue eyes—like Dan’s—and 
her soft tawny-brown curls. 

I did everything for Kathie. She never 
wore faded patched dresses, like the other 
fruit-tramp children. No matter how tired 
I was at night, I sat up late to make her 
dainty dresses, and to keep them fresh and 
starched, till she looked like a small, sweet 
doll. She had to change schools, but was 
never humiliated by it, for I bought books. 
taught her at home, kept her well ahead of 
the others. I never talked to her as if she 
were anything but white. 

“Of course, you are!” I'd say, when she 
got old enough to ask questions. “Do you 
see. any difference between you and the 
other children?” and when she’d shake her 
head, slowly, I’d say, “Don’t you ever talk 
of the matter to anybody else! It'll only 
make you seem strange!” 

“What are you trying to do... 
her unhappy?” Dan would demand. 

“I’m going to make sure that she isn’t an 
outcast, as I’ve always been!” Id retort. 
“Belonging to both races, yet accepted by 
neither! Oh, I know these people accept 
us just as they’d accept anybody! But 
Kathie’s not going to spend her life this 


make 


‘way! She’s going to have a nice home and 


” 


security! 

Dan’s face would go troubled, and we’d 
quarrel. The barrier between us grew and 
grew. My heart ached constantly about 
that, because I still loved him with all of 
me, but Kathie was flesh of my flesh. | 
couldn’t let her suffer the loneliness I’d 
known, when I was young. 

Years rolled by swiftly and my savings 
grew. Deep down in my heart was that 
desperate idea that only by stepping over 
the borderline, by “passing,” could I find 
what I wanted for Kathie. Dan had to see 
it some day, and come with us! He had to 
see that Kathie deserved a shining, happy 
life! 





HEN, ALL at once, Kathie was sixteen, 

and beautiful, with a lovely young dig- 
nity such as you rarely see. The time had 
come when we must make the change be- 
cause of Bill Wright. Bill, the nephew of 
another fruit tramp, was a boy we all liked. 
He’d earned his own way through -high 
school, working after school and on Satur- 
days, and now he was a full-time laborer, 
and a good one. He was steady and de- 
pendable, honest and fine, but there was 
absolutely no chance of mistaking him for 
a white boy. 

I didn’t think much about it, when Kathie 
began seeing a lot of Bill. He helped her 
with her studies, evenings, and sometimes 
he took her to a drive-in movie. 

Everything went along on a nice friendly 
basis and I wasn’t disturbed until Kathie 
said dreamily, one evening, “Remember 
how I used to ask if I was white, Mom? 
As if it mattered! Wasn’t it silly? I know 
the truth now, and I’m glad. I like this 
life. moving around, seeing new country. 
Some day, I want a trailer of my own and 
a husband. Somebody super, of my own 
race. Someone like Daddy!” 

I gasped, but she didn’t notice. She was 
looking out the window, her lovely face all 
ashine. My gaze followed hers. She was 
looking at Bill Wright! 

“You don’t know what you're talking 
about,” I said sharply. “You’re just a 
baby. If Bill has put any crazy ideas into 
into your head—” 

“They’re not crazy.” She had stars in 
her blue eyes. “And I’m not a baby. You 
married Daddy when you were seventeen, 
and—oh, Mom!” She flung her arms about 
me. “Bill kissed me last night, and I knew. 
I’ll never want anybody else. Not ever!” 

“Puppy love! It won’t last,” I jerked 
out, but I was sick with fear, remembering 
how Id felt about Dan at sixteen. 

Dan and I quarreled that night. I hated 
it, but I couldn’t let my lovely little girl 
take a step downward. She had to go on, 
the only way she’d find real happiness. 

“Bill’s a fine boy.” Dan growled. 

“Yes, but not fine enough for Kathie.” I 
lashed out. “Can’t you see what it would 
be like? Why, her children might be dark. 
Folks would be staring, when they saw her 
with them! I know how those stares hurt 
and I won’t have it for her.” 

Dan’s face sagged. “I know. Kate, but 
she loves Bill, and he’ll be good to her. take 
care of her. They can have a fine life to- 
gether.” 

“Yeah, a fine life,’ I echoed. “I know 
the sort you mean, and I’m sick of it. Id 
rather see Kathie dead than go on with 
someone like Bill. I’m taking her out of it. 
You can come wiih us if you like, but if not, 
I’m going, anyway.” 

Dan’s face went ashen. “I won't live a 
lie,” he declared. There was a long silence, 
then, “Look, Kate, suppose Kathie marries 
a white man and has a—dark baby. Real 
dark! It happens.” 

“It does not happen.” I cried, fiercely. 
“That’s an old wives’ tale, made up to scare 
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us. I’ve read up on it, and there’s not a 
single case on record. Not one! So—” 
I drew a long breath. “Kathie’s going to 
have her chance at the best life has to 
give.” 

He looked down at me a moment longer, 
and I felt as if my heart would burst with 
the hurt in it, hurt for Dan, because I loved 
him so, and he wouldn’t understand. He 
picked up his hat, at last. “I guess I can’t 
stop you, Kate,” he said. “You have the 
savings, and I'll send what I can. I want 
Kathie to have the best life has to give, too, 
only I can’t see her getting it, your way!” 
Then he left, walking tiredly, and he didn’t 
come back all night long. 

Now the wall was heavy and tall between 
us and there was no breaking it down. 
Every breath I drew was an ache in me, but 
I had to go on, I told myself, for Kathie’s 
sake. I really decided to take action one 
night when I accidentally stumbled on 
proof of just how serious Kathie and Bill 
had become. Bill had come by that eve- 
ning while Dan and I were at the movies. 
We had returned early and let ourselves 
in the back door. Dan stopped in the 
kitchen to make himself a sandwich and I 
started for the living room to turn on the 
radio for the late news. As I approached 
the door, I gasped and stepped back quiet- 
ly. Bill and Kathie were standing in the 
middle of the living room locked in an all- 
out embrace. He held her close to him 
and her hand rested caressingly on the 
back of his head. With a sickening heart, 
I stood there watching for a minute, then 
noiselessly stole back to the kitchen. 

That night I told Kathie we were going 
somewhere to settle down, so she could 
finish high school in one place and I saw 
the shock and rebellion in her. 

“I don’t want to settle down in one 
place,” she insisted. “I like it this way.” 

“Kathie, listen to me,” I finally said stern- 
ly. “We’re going and we’re going as white 
folks! I’ve looked forward to this, all my 
life, and I’d want to die if anything stopped 
us from going through with it!” 

“But, Mom—vwe can’t,” she choked. “It 
would be a lie!” 

“It wouldn’t!” I declared. “We are 
white!” Then, sensing her stubborness, I 
tried a different approach. “Kathie, I’ve 
worked and slaved for this. I’ve dreamed 
of it, from the time you were born. Don’t 
let me down, darling. Give me just this 
year, a year when I can hold up my head. 
After you graduate, if you want to come 
back, I'll give it up, but if you’re happy 
in the new life, then Dad can join us and 
we'll be like other folks. At last, we'll 
belong!” 

The very thought brought a joy that 
made me silent with breathlessness for a 
moment. Then I heard Kathie’s voice, saw 
that she was looking at me from stricken 
eyes. 

“I never dreamed it meant so much to 
you, Mom,” she whispered. “But, what 
about Bill?” The way she pronounced his 
name, like a softly drawn violin note, fright- 
ened me. 


I said, slowly, “If you come back to this 
life,” the words came from dry lips, be- 
cause I hated the thought so much. “If 
you come back—Bill will be here.” 

Kathie drew a long shuddering breath, 
then said, in small voice, “All right, Mom. 
If you want it this way. I'll try it till I 
graduate. But then you'll have to under- 
stand if I come back to Bill!” 

You won’t come back, I thought fiercely. 
Pll make you see how right it is and you 
won't want to come back! But I nodded. 

So, I gambled everything on the one year. 
I took my hoarded savings and went to a 
small town near Los Angeles. I rented a 
furnished apartment in a decent part of 
town. It made a big hole in my bank ac- 
count, but I didn’t hesitate. Kathie had 
to be launched right into the new life. 
Once that was done—well, she was lovely 
enough to slip into a place of her own. 

I was right about that. Nobody ques- 
tioned Kathie’s background. Before a fort- 
night passed, well-dressed girls were com- 
ing home with her, and boys were calling 
her on the phone. She had a few dates. 
Everything was almost perfect. Almost, 
but not quite. 

Kathie was sweet to her new friends, 
proud of her clothes, but her pretty face 
held a strange wistfulness, and there was a 
haunted look in her eyes. Once she said, 
“T feel like such a liar, Mom!” but when 
she saw the quick tears come to my eyes, 
she put her arms about me, and never men- 
tioned that again. 

I knew she was homesick, too. from the 
way she watched our mailbox. I could 
understand that. I was homesick too. I 
missed Dan so much that I felt a constant 
ache. But Dan wrote only brief notes 
whenever he sent what money he could. 

One evening, Kathie didn’t come home 
from school. I was frantic with worry, for 
she’d never been late before. What had 
happened? I was still torturing myself 
with doubts when, close to dusk, a yellow 
convertible drew up before the house. 
Kathie was in it with a boy. I gasped in 
happy surprise when I recognized that 
driver. He’d hailed Kathie on the street 
a few days before, and she’d introduced 
me. He was Vic Radford, son of the town’s 
richest family! Everybody knew: about 
them. They had moved to Molino from 
Charleston a few years back and built a 
great house on a hill above the town. They 
had expensive cars, servants, everything. 
Vic Radford and our Kathie. Tears misted 
my eyes for an instant as they came up the 
walk together. Such a handsome couple! 
Vic was tall and dark, and Kathie such a 
blue-eyed angel. Vic had charm and easy 
manners. 

“Don’t scold Kathie for being late, Mrs. 
Jumper,” he said gravely, in his pleasant 
Southern drawl. “It’s all my fault. We 
drove over to Cerritos for a malt, and 
danced a while to juke box music. Time 
just slipped up on us!” 

“I'll forgive you this time,” I smiled, try- 
ing to sound natural. I had to clench my 
hands to keep from shaking. 


FrRroM then on, Vic Radford gave Kathie 

a rush, and she was a different girl. 
She lost her wistfulness, became excited, 
eager, seeming to live for the times she 
could be with Vic. I wished Dan could see 
her, all glowing, as if each day shimmered 
with joy. Sometimes, I worried, of course. 
If only Vic’s people had not been reared in 
the South! Sometimes I grew panicky, for 
fear they’d sense something. Fear was al- 
ways lurking deep within me, ready to raise 
its ugly head on an instant’s notice, yet I 
beat it back fiercely and tried to build a 
thick armor about myself, so the panic 
couldn’t reach me. I’d been right, I told 
miyself, over and over . . . This was where 
Kathie belonged. She had a human right 
to it. 

Then, slowly, in spite of myself, other 
worry began creeping in. I was seeing less 
and less of my Kathie. It got so that Vic 
picked her up each night after school and 
took her somewhere. On Saturday nights, 
they went to dances. He sent flowers, can- 
dy, new records. I began realizing that 
now her life was a perpetual round of fev- 
erish excitement, that she was getting too 
little sleep. She grew thin, nervous, irrita- 
ble, and her school work suffered. 

I tried to talk to her one night when she 
came in, long after midnight. “Darling, 
these late hours just can’t go on! You 
don’t eat enough, sleep enough. You—” 

“Don’t be quaint, Mom!” She giggled 
up at me, sending the fumes of tobacco and 
alcohol up into my face. 

“Kathie,” I cried, my voice hoarse with 
shock. “You've been smoking, drinking. 
I'll not have you doing such things, not 
even once more! [—” 

“Oh, skip the heavy parent role,” she 
broke in rudely. This was my gentle little 
Kathie, who had never spoken an unkind 
word to either Dan or me. “I’m right 
where you wanted me, among white folks. 
The cream of society!” She laughed, hic- 
cupped . . . laughed again, more loudly. 

I was sick to my very soul. “Being white 
doesn’t mean this, and you know it,” I got 
out, weakly, heard my voice break a little. 
“What would your father do if he knew?” 

She stopped laughing .. . her pretty 
face went suddenly sullen. “So what? You 
sent him packing, so I could forget who 
I was. Well, I have forgotten and I’m glad. 
I’m Vic Radford’s girl and he’s the richest 
white boy in town. That ought to satisfy 
you.” 

She flounced past me, on to her room, 
and I didn’t follow her. I couldn’t. I was 
shaking so that I couldn’t even stand. I 
got into bed, lay there, awake, my heart 
torn with fear, worry and misery such as 
I'd never known. I wondered if I should 
get in touch with Dan before it was too late. 
He’d come, nothing would stop him, but 
he’d blame me bitterly for the change in 
Kathie, and I couldn’t bear that. 

“I’m not to blame,” I told myself des- 
perately. “It’s just that life has always 
slapped back at me. I’ve slaved a long 


time to make (Continued on Page 55) 
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QWORCE 


Dotty’s job was helping provide phony evidence for marriages that failed, until she and her 
private eye boss found exciting testimony in their own hearts. 


*VE BEEN the “other woman” in more 

divorce cases than I can—or care 
to—remember. But don’t get me wrong 

it was strictly business with me. You 
see, the only grounds for divorce in the 
state of New York is adultery. This 
means that when a couple wants a 
divorce for any reason whatever—in- 
compatibility, mental cruelty or any- 
thing else—the “unfaithfulness” of one 
or the other must be proved in court. 
So usually, the husband and a woman 
hired for the purpose go to a hotel room, 
which is “raided” by appropriate wit- 
nesses who will later swear that “adul- 
tery” has been committed. 

I was a professional corespondent, a 
woman who supplied the necessary evi- 
dence for any man and wife who had 
“agreed to disagree.” Whether it was 
legal or not didn’t cross my mind. It 
was a living. Besides, there was Alton, 
the private detective I worked for. I 
guess I’d have gone through fire for 
that man if he had asked me back in 
those days. That’s the way I felt about 
him, and that’s just how much power 
he had over me. 

Although Alton had hired me just on 
the basis of my looks the day I walked 
into the Dunbar Detective Agency, | 
had gone to the Big Town determined 
to keep my eyes and ears open and be 
more than a run-of-the-mill receptionist 
with a pretty face. As it turned out, 
| couldn’t have picked a better place to 
learn the facts of life. Six months after 
| started working for Alton Dunbar I 
was a real New York slick-chick, smooth, 
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sophisticated and with a ready retort 
for any occasion. If I hadn’t developed 
this “protective armor” I certainly 
wouldn’t have lasted long in that office. 
Alton’s clients, not very numerous at 
first, were definitely not from the ranks 
of polite society. I soon worked out my 
own technique to handle callers. 

Most of the clients made passes, and 
the problem was to turn them aside in 
such a way as to keep their business. 
All in all, I learned to take care of my- 
self, despite the fact that I had come to 
New York green as grass. 

Still, I wouldn’t have stuck it out if 
it hadn’t been for Alton. I'll never for- 
get the day I wandered into his office 
after hours of fruitless job hunting. 
And when I pushed open the door and 
saw the cluttered little cubbyhole with 
its battered desks and old fashioned 
typewriter, I was sure I’d drawn another 
blank. Even if the young man lounging 
behind one of the desks, his hat shoved 
on the back of his head, did offer me 


‘a job, I had grave doubts that I would 


accept. It didn’t look like it would be 
a very interesting place to work. 

The man behind the desk made no 
move as I entered, but his cold, hard 
eyes swept over me in a _ leisurely 
manner. 

“Are you Mr. Dunbar?” I asked, 
shifting uncomfortably under his gaze. 

“Depends,” he said, the unlighted 
cigarette between his lips wagging up 
and down. “If you’ve got an unpaid 
bill there, I'll tell him when he comes 


” 
. 
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I glanced at the referral slip | held 
in my hand and laughed wryly. “At 
least, if I were a bill collector I’d have 
a job,” I told him. “I’m looking for 
work.” 

His face twisted into a smile and he 
removed his hat. “Then Mr. Dunbar is 
in, and he'll interview you—with © 
pleasure!” 

Alton Dunbar—for that’s who it 
turned out to be—was more interested - 
in the appearance of his prospective 
office girl than he was in her ability. 
After a few questions and mention of a 
moderate salary he pointed to the other 
desk and said, “Okay, you'll do.” 

He hadn’t even asked me if I knew 
shorthand, but I was so happy to have 
a job at last, I certainly wasn’t going 
to insist that he test my shaky Pittman. 
Before the day was over, I found out 
that working for Alton Dunbar was like 
nothing I could have imagined. Most 
of the time there was nothing for me 
to do, although I did try to put the 
files into some semblance of order and 
after dusting and straightening up the 
office and reception room, the place 
looked a little more presentable. 

Alton was completely different from 
any man I’d ever known, I soon discov- © 
ered. He had an air of authority and 
self-confidence about him that was more 
than just show. You got the idea that — 
he could back it up. He wasn’t a big” 
man, but his broad shoulders and pow 
erful build suggested great strength. © 
His face was (Continued on Page 62) 
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“There's only one thing a dame like you understands,” he Missed, 
ling me easily, but with his fingertips pressing tensely @gainst 
my bac k., 


We Had, 


a 


Te Hawe, 
A Baby 


Peg found out that a lonely wife with an empty heart 


can become a happy mother with an armful of human 


sweetness, but for a while, things seemed desperate. 


, PIERCING wail aroused me from deep 
X sleep. Quickly I got out of bed and went 
oss the hall to the nursery. I switched on 
light. Brad, Jr., was gurgling wakefully, 
s tiny legs kicking up at the air, his thumb 
ammed into his mouth. I smiled happily, 
sned over, cooed at him softly and turned 
1) over on his stomach. Standing there, I 
itched his tiny, darling body relax into sleep. 
ith a sigh that was all contentment, even at 
s uncivilized pre-dawn hour, I switched the 
ht off and went back to our bedroom. 
Big Brad hadn’t stirred from that character- 
occupy-the-whole-bed sprawl. He stirred 
| kissed him tenderly, lightly. Getting into 
ed | snuggled up close to the warmth of him. 
was wide awake now and I was happy— 
appy about my adorable infant and my sweet, 
voted husband; the baby I almost didn’t have 
id the husband | once wanted to desert. 


Yes, life for me now is one big honeymoon, 
but back there a little while ago, it was black 
with loneliness and sadness. 

Watching the slate-gray dawn deepen with 
almost imperceptible slowness I thought back 
on the long series of events which had almost 
wrecked my marriage—and my life. 

Those events went back five years to New 
England and home. My father was one of the 
Negro professors on the faculty of a large uni- 
versity in Massachusetts. He was head of his 
department, “an authority in his field with an 
international reputation,” a newspaper article 
had said once; and it was true. Students came 
from far and near to study under him. Mother, 
my brother and I had shared his glory. We had 
a home—in which gracious living was taken 
for granted. Its cool high ceilinged rooms, 
tastefully furnished, (Continued on Page 57) 
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He turned then swittly and his arms caught 
me close: “Peg. Peg. I've loved vou s¢ 
long.” His mouth was on mine, gently at 
first, then 





har der 2 de rian din g. 











In 


' 


‘; 
a 
_ 
~~ 
= 

4 
4 


During 23 years of separation from the girl he loved and lost in Germany, noted jazz 


musician Sidney Bechet never gave up hope of finding her. His faith was justified when they 


were re-united and wed on French Riviera. 


| . WAS 23 years ago in Germany that 
| met her—a red-cheeked, clear-eyed 
girl of only 16. She wasn’t stylish or 
beautiful and she wasn’t rich. But ten 
minutes after I laid eyes on her, I knew 
| was in love. I was a poor, struggling, 
bscure musician, no Clark Gable and 
no Don Juan. But she fell in love with 
me too. 
Fate and war and circumstances sep- 
srated us for 23 years. We were thou- 
ands of miles apart. We didn’t know 
each other’s whereabouts. I was on one 
ide of the world and she was on the 
‘ther. For a portion of that time, a war 
iged in between us. There were periods 
when I suspected she might be dead. 
She married someone else and so did I. 
But, somehow, I always knew I would 
find her again and marry her. Some- 
how, she always knew it too. 


icting central role in colorful spectacle modelled after Mardi 
Gras, newlyweds fronted two-mile procession. 


By SIDNEY BECHET 


And we were right. For, 23 years 
after we first met and fell in love, we 
found each other and happiness. Last 
August we were married on the French 
Riviera. 

There are a lot of people who wonder 
when I tell them that I had to find 
Elizabeth Ziegler again in order to find 
happiness. 

“Do you mean to say that you haven’t 
been happy in the past?” they inquire 
with raised eyebrows. “You, Sidney 
Bechet? Why, you have had fame and 
money for years. You are recognized as 
the foremost jazz artist on the soprano 
saxophone. You are recognized on four 
continents as the poet of jazz. You are 
not just a jazz name. In France you are 
a national name. Your concerts are sold 
out long in advance. Do you mean that 
this has not made you happy.” 


What these well-meaning friends do 
not understand is that when | met Eliza- 
beth, I wasn’t Sidney Bechet, the inter- 
nationally-acclaimed musician. [| was 
just another guy, who, at the age of 15, 
had begun pouring out his soul into a 
saxophone and clarinet. | was unknown | 
and unimportant. What my friends don’t 
realize too is that when I met and began 
to love Elizabeth, that was the greatest 
single thing which ever happened to me | 
in my life and no amount of money or~ 
acclaim has ever topped it. 

Here’s the way we met. In 1925, I 
was travelling with a show, the Black 
Revue, which went to Paris and which © 
launched the fabulexs Josephine Baker 
on her amazing career. We worked 
throughout Paris, Brussels, Germany 
and Russia, having our ups and downs, 
since the revue disbanded and re-united 


Riding triumphantly in carriage, groom and bride smilingly accept | 
acclaim of thousands of residents of Antibes where they married. 


























several times. Toward the end of 1928, 
the band was playing at Frankfort and 
one of my musicians, Jack Hilton, a 
trumpet man, went to a music store and 
The store had a 


It just 


rdered some music. 
young lady deliver the music. 
happened that the music was for Hilton 
personally and not for the band. He 
wasn't in when this girl came and de- 
manded payment. I| told her I didn’t 
know about it and hadn’t ordered any- 
thing. [ suppose I spoke in a pretty 
sharp way. I wasn’t really angry with 
the girl although it wasn’t her fault. 1 
was sore with Hilton. 

The girl told me: “You seem to be 
But I could tell. 
from the expression on her face, that 
he knew | 
pretending to be. 

In fact, my anger didn’t last very 
long because there was an indefinable 
omething about her that intrigued me. 
| didn’t realize it until later—and then 
| didn’t realize why—but | was falling 
head over heels in love—just like that. 


1 pretty mean man.” 


wasn’t as mean as | was 


One reason, | guess, is that this girl— 
tlizabeth Zeigler—saw right through 
me. We got into a long, interesting 
onversation and, before she left, I had 
accepted and paid for the music and 
made a date with her. 


Saar! DATE was the beginning of 
our love affair and the love affair was 
really something. You see, when I met 
Elizabeth. | was 28. I’d been with Bunk 
Johnson’s band, toured with Clarence 


Williams. done stints as musician and 


Serving punch to paraders were pretty 


young French girls. Fabulous reception 
ajter wedding featured champagne. 
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actor with Bruce and Bruce Stock Com- 
pany and gone on a European tour with 
Will Marion Cook’s Southern Syncopa- 
tors. Needless to say, | had been around 
and had a chance to meet many different 
types of women, of all races, nationali- 
ties and types. | had known and had 
affairs with beautiful and charming 
women of all races. But the love bug 
never bit me until Elizabeth came along. 

Ill try to explain my love for Eliza- 
beth. I probably won't do a very good 
job of it because explaining is one of 
my weak points. You see, I’m a peculiar. 
withdrawn sort of person and always 
have been. Oh, I am friendly and warm 
with people who are friendly and warm 
with me, but, most of my life, my main 
passion has been my music. I’ve never 
talked much because what | want to say. 
every idea | want to express comes out 
of me in my music. Whenever | make 
mistakes or people think I have made 
mistakes, | never try to explain or jus- 
tify myself. That’s the reason why I’m 
uncomfortable around most people un- 
less I’m playing. | was never uncom- 
fortable with Elizabeth. 
with her. In fact, I felt safe when she 
was around, safe and secure from hurt 
or fear of being misunderstood. She 
seemed to understand my every thought 
She seemed to be able 
felt too that she 
music and loved it 
as much as I| did. She had a little 
musical background of her own and 
she would sit around for hours while 
I played. I guess this is really the first 


I never felt lost 


and intention. 
to interpret me. I 
understood my 


Forming part of the colorful procession, 
scores of attractive, dark-skinned girls ap- 


peared in Hawaiian costumes. 


time I’ve tried to put into words the way 
| feel about Elizabeth. There are lots 
of people who can talk and write beau- 
tifully about their love. | guess | put 
my explanation into my music. A lot of 
what I play right now is for Elizabeth 
and while I’m playing it. I’m thinking 
of her and how much she means to ine, 

After I'd seen Elizabeth a few times, 
she decided that she wanted me to meet 
her family. Maybe she had an idea that 
they wouldn’t approve of me because | 
was a Negro. At any rate, she told them 
that she had met a very ugly man. | 
guess she figured that when they saw 
me and found out | wasn’t really 
grotesque, they'd be more willing to ac- 
cept me. Her strategy worked. FEliza- 
beth’s family welcomed me with open 
arms. We became very good friends and 
finally, | became bold enough to ask 
them to let me marry Elizabeth. They 
consented. But after they agreed to the 
marriage, | began to think more seri- 
ously about the practical end of things. 
The way Elizabeth made me feel, | 
wanted to make her a queen. | wanted 
her to have every luxury and comfort. 
| wanted her to have a beautiful home. 
But what could I give her at that time? 
Barely the necessities of life for. al- 
though my star was going up in the 
music world, things were still unstable. 
Elizabeth and I talked things over and 
decided to wait for a while. 

That wait stretched out into 23 long 
and eventful years. Soon after | met 
her, | began travelling with the revue 
again. We were going on a tour of Italy 


Participating in the procession was Mistin- 
guette, the famed, ageless French danseuse 
who was witness at wedding. 
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and I invited Elizabeth and her mother 
to come along. While on the tour, | 
received a very tempting offer to appear 
in the United States with Noble Sissle’s 
band. I thought this would be my oppor- 
tunity to earn and save enough money 


for our marriage. I tried to persuade 
Elizabeth and her mother to return to 
Frankfort until I came back to Europe. 
Elizabeth’s mother agreed to go back 
home, but Elizabeth preferred to remain 
with the Black Revue, taking a job as 
a wardrobe mistress. Her decision was 
based on a belief that I would come back 
sooner if | knew she was travelling. 
The Sissle junket didn’t turn out too 
well but I remained in the States. Eliza- 
beth and I corresponded and | contin- 
ually asked her to return to her parents, 
but she remained with the revue. This 
made me pretty angry. I was afraid for 
her safety since war clouds were gather- 
ing over Europe. When war broke out, 
Elizabeth went to Algiers, France and 
took a job as secretary to a proprietor of 
a magazine establishment. I didn’t know 
she was in Algiers. This was the begin- 
ning of the long silence between Eliza- 
beth and me. | thought Elizabeth was 
dead and she thought the same about 
me. She married a Frenchman and in 
1934 I married Mary Louise Crawford. 
a Chicago girl. All the time, Elizabeth’s 
love for me was as fresh and green as 
my love for her. Perhaps the shadow 
of my love haunted my marriage with 
Mary. 
a go of it. We respected each other 
highly and (Continued on Page 74) 


For six years we tried to make 


Signing his name on the book at the town- 
hall of Antibes, Bechet is target of cameras 
of amateurs and newsmen. 


ee 
Lining streets in front of Club Vieux Colombier, natives wait to welcome Bechet and 
bride. Bechet’s band is favorite feature at club when he is not touring United States. 
Club proprietor supplied champagne, aperitifs, cocktails for 400 guests. 
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Caressing tiny black poodle, wedding gift from enthusiastic admirer, world-acclaimed 
clarinetist and bride pause briefly in hectic festivities. Marriage ceremony was performed 
by Antibes acting mayor. Music lovers from four continents sent cables. 


Congratulating Bechet after ceremony, Mayor Jacques Leonetti of Antibes holds pose for 
photographers. Leonetti received letter from Georgia white woman, castigating him and 
fellow-citizens for idolizing a Negro who had picked white wife. 
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LOVE AFTER HOURS 


Gerry ditched Bill and his jalopy to get on Cadillac time 


with her big-shot boss, but when she found out money 


wasn’t everything, she came running home. 


asa STERN-LOOKING police lieutenant looked 
at me searchingly, folded his arms and leaned 
back in the swivel chair behind the large desk. 

“Okay, lady,” he said. “You’re free to go now, 
but from now on, you’d better be careful with your 
boy friends.” 

A wave of shame flushed my cheeks warm and 
I slid an abashed look at the tall, handsome fellow 
who stood beside me. 

“Oh, Bill,” I said, turning and putting my arms 
around his neck. I didn’t even care that the cold 
eyes of the lieutenant were probably boring into 
my back. 

“Tt’s all right, darling. Everything’s all right 
now,” Bill told me in a reassuring voice. We walked 
slowly out of the gloomy police station. 

Getting into Bill’s dear, old jalopy, we headed 
for my apartment. I was lost in my own thoughts 
and Bill, always understanding, left me to them as 
he drove slowly. I had plenty to think about. Just 
a matter of several hours ago, I had stood on the 
brink of disaster. Through my blind selfishness | 
had jeopardized my freedom and nearly wrecked 
my life and Bill’s. I had a chance to choose be- 
tween love and greed; between being honest with 
myself and trying to live a lie. The fact that tragedy 
didn’t write a grim ending to events, was no fault 
of my own. 

Only three months ago, I was a young, attractive 
girl engaged to the sweetest boy in the world. And 
to top it off I was starting on a new job. Bill and 
| had just completed four glorious years of being 
high school sweethearts and now we were ready to 
conquer the world. There had never been any 
doubt in my mind as to who I would marry in the 
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next few years. It had always been Gerry and Bill. 
(Jur plans included four years of study for Bill, 
leading to a degree in law and then marriage, chil- 
dren, money and a happy home forever and ever. 
Of course it was not to be as simple as all of that. 
Bill would have to go to night school, work during 
the day and I wasn’t going to be any stay-at-home 
housewife. It all seemed so perfect that morning 
as I started work at Midwestern Insurance Com- 
pany. I had passed the offices of Midwestern many 
times but this was the first time I had been inside 
the modern, white building. There were so many 
attractive girls streaming through the outside doors 
that soon I was just swept along with the jostling 
crowd into the shining elevators. I walked along 
the long corridors to the personnel office and re- 
ported to a Mrs. Stewart who in turn showed me to 
Mr. Wilson’s office. Randolph Wilson was one of 
the top executives of the company and this was 
quite a break to be assigned directly to his office. 
These things and many more I found out from 
chubby, cheerful Marie who worked in the same 
office. Since both our desks were in the same office 
it was easy for us to.talk and work at the same time. 

“This your first job, Honey?” Marie wanted to 
know. When I nodded, she chuckled and went on 
to explain the “facts” of working in a big company 
such as this. There were certain people whose 
friendship I should try to cultivate, others who 
ought to be avoided and of course there was the 
usual office gossip about “wolves,” secret girl 
friends, and the list of eligibles. I tried to explain 
that I was practically engaged to the nicest guy in 
the world, but Marie didn’t (Continued on Page 51) 
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Big. handsome. truck-driver 
Joe had a furious temper 
Which threatened to wreck his 
marriage to Ruby untila little 





guys came along who had Joe's 
number. 


THINK Joe must have been born 

mad at the world. The first time | 
saw him he was taking out his anger in 
well-directed punches at a dance-hall 
bouncer who had crossed him. I guess 
everybody has seen the type. Someone 
is always rubbing them the wrong way. 
They always have a chip on their shoul- 
der. And when that shoulder is big and 
broad and belongs to a six-foot truck 
driver like Joe, trouble is bound to re- 
sult. The sad part is that people like 
that hurt their loved ones more than 
themselves. For every punch Joe dished 
out—or took on the chin—my heart was 
broken a little more, until finally, love 
itself was buried under an avalanche of 
impetuous temper, blind rage, and vio- 
lence. 

U. S. highway No. 12 is the main 
artery of Gary, Ind., the world-famed 
steel city. All day and all night the 
roar and pounding of trucks is a deep- 
throated song that hangs over the city 
like the smoke-fog from the mills. The 
hum of powerful diesels and the whine 
of giant-sized tires never ends, just as 
the work at the roadside cafe where I 
was a waitress never ceased. Twenty- 
four hours a day the Coffee Pot was 
open, and for eight of those hours | 
shoved “coffee-and” at grimy-pawed 
men who drove the “big rigs.” 

I knew most of them by name and 
had a cheery word for all of them. 
Maybe it was because of the long lonely 
hours they spent cooped up in the cabs 
of their tractors, but I found that the 
truck drivers were more friendly than 
the men at the steel mill, where my 
father had worked. A truck stop gave 
the drivers a chance to enjoy the com- 
pany of other men engaged in the same 
tough, dangerous business. 

Although they were rough-spoken, 
earthy fellows, they had hearts of gold. 
I know hundreds of stories of heroic 
rescues at wreck scenes, of drivers break- 
ing schedule to help stranded motorists, 
of colored and white drivers walking 
out in a body—or wrecking the place 
when one of their group was refused 
service. I listened to their tall tales and 
their troubles, loving every minute of 
it. I guess they gave me the male com- 
panionship I needed after my dad died. 
I prided myself on being their favorite 
waitress, and no matter which shift I 
worked on there were plenty of calls 
for Ruby. 

My popular- (Continued on Page 68) 
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“Ruby?” Joe’s voice was no longer tight with anger. “Honey, 
is something wrong?” 
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ity helped when I agreed to help George, a 
boy I'd grown up with, sell tickets for a 
dance his club was giving. “I'll take five, 
Ruby,” laughed one driver, “but only be- 
cause it’s you!” 

Another yelled, “You’ve got a customer 
here, Ruby—that is, if you promise me a 
dance!” 

I went the whole length of the counter 
making sales, and even before I reached 
the end stool I felt the eyes of the big fel- 
low sitting there boring into me. He didn’t 
say anything until I stopped in front of 
him, then he said very confidently, 

“T’ll take two. One for me and the other 
for you.” 

There wasn’t the slightest doubt in his 
eyes that I would consent, and his immense 
self-assurance startled me. His eyes held 
me fascinated. They were a peculiar light 
color, set deep into his dark brown face, 
and they smoldered with ominous sparks. 
His jaw was set at a determined angle and 
I wasn’t quite sure whether to be flattered 
or insulted. 

Finally I said, “Buy as many as you like. 


Both of them were getting angrier by the 
second, and I tried futilely to quiet them. 
One of the doormen hurried over. “Okay, 
fella, come on and get your refund,” he 
said, laying a hand on Joe’s arm. 

Like a shot, Joe’s fist lashed out and sent 
the big bouncer reeling. I screamed, and 
everything became a wild confusion. Since 
most of the men there were members of 
George’s club, Joe didn’t stand a chance. 
They ganged up on him and tossed him out- 
side. I think George got hurt in the scuffle, 
but I don’t remember, for I dashed outside. 


ANY a time after that I tried to recall 
what crazy impulse had-sent me run- 
ning after that fighting mad truck driver, 
but always the same implausible, unex- 
plainable answer came up—love at first 
sight. I think also there must have been 
some idea in the back of my mind about 
helping someone to whom I was so irresisti- 
bly drawn. Only later did I learn to my 
sorrow that trying to reform a man is the 
most thankless task in the world. 
When I got outside, I saw Joe sitting on 


Truck driver Joe had an overpowering temper which made 
life for Ruby a fear-haunted thing and cast ominous shad- 


ows across their married happiness until they found the 


answer to their problem in a baby’s tantrum. 


But I have an escort for the dance, thank 
you!” F 
I turned on my heel and walked away. 
I forgot the incident until a week later, 
the night of the dance. But I must admit 
that as I entered the hall with George, I 
cast a furtive glance around for the bold 
stranger who had been at the diner. My 
heart skipped a beat as I saw him near the 
handstand, surveying the faces of the crowd 
as if he were searching for someone. He 
looked even taller in his dress clothes than 
in the blue jeans army shirt he’d worn the 
week before and he was certainly an im- 
pressive figure as he lounged against the 
wall. Then his eyes turned our way and 
he came over to the door where I stood 
waiting for George to check his hat and 
coat. 

Joe—I'd asked the other drivers about 


him—took my arm and without a word 


started toward the dance floor. 

“Say, take it easy,” I said, somewhat 
alarmed. 

“The first dance belongs to the fellow I 
came with!” 

Just then, George came up. 
going on here?” he asked. 

It was then I first saw the signal, the 
danger sign that Joe was about to blow up. 
Sparks fairly flew from his eyes and his 
lips set into a grim line. “What’s it to 
you?” he grated. 

Ignoring. Joe, George turned to me and 
asked, “Is anything wrong, Ruby?” 

Joe clamped a heavy hand on George’s 
shoulder and swung him around. “I said, 
what’s it to you?” he repeated. 
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“What’s 


the bumper of a car in the parking lot, his 
head in his hands. A pang of sympathy 
struck me. He looked so much like a re- 
pentant kid. 

“Did they hurt you?” I asked. 

He gave a short laugh. “Those jerks?” 
He shook his head, not looking up at me. 
“It’s just that I feel so bad about what hap- 
pened. The one time I really want to make 
a good impression and that dumb bouncer 
has to start shoving me around!” 

I didn’t remind him that no one had ac- 
tually laid a hand on him until after he 
had swung the first blow. He seemed genu- 
inely sorry now. 

“I guess I must have embarrassed you,” 
Joe said, raising his head. “I’m sorry— 
honest I am!” 

There was a cut on his cheek and I 
dabbed the blood off with my handkerchief. 
His eyes, no longer stormy and angry, 
thanked me. After a pause, | said into the 
silence, “Talk about being dressed up with 
no place to go—that’s both of us!” 

He shot me a quick glance. “Your boy 
friend’s in there.” 

“T’m not going back in there now,” I told 
him. “And George is not my boy friend.” 

A smile creased his face and his confi- 
dent air returned in a rush. “Then you 
and I will have our private little dance at a 
nice little place I know,” he said, leading 
me to a second-hand convertible parked 
nearby. “You know, Ruby, something tells 
me this is the beginning of a long and 
beautiful friendship!” 

My heart told me it was the beginning 
of something, but how long and how beau- 


tiful our relationship would be, remained 
to be seen. 

Late that night, after a wonderful time 
that erased the memory of the events 
earlier, Joe took me home and insisted op 
walking me all the way to the front door. 
I tried to tell him that Mom would be sit. 
ting up for me and Aunt Lucy would awake 
the minute the car drove up, but remem. 
bering what might happen if he didn’t get 
his way, I gave in. On the porch of ow 
little cottage, Joe said suddenly, “Maybe 
you'll think I’m a fresh guy who’s trying to 
score the first time he takes a girl out, but 
it’s not like that, Ruby. I don’t believe jp 
beating around the bush. Out there op 
the road, behind the wheel of a big rig, 
guy’s got to think fast and act fast. 

“It’s the same in everyday life,” he cop. 


tinued, keeping his voice low. “Know 
what you want, then get it! I’m in love 
with you—just like that. I knew it that 


first time in the diner.” 

I wanted to stop him, to tell him I didn’t 
want to be rushed into anything. There 
were so many questions I wanted to ask, 
things I wanted to know. But the same 
impulse that had sent me out into the 
night after him at the start of the 
evening, made me trustfully turn my face 
up to his. 

“It’s the same way with me, Joe,” I whis- 
pered. “I never felt this way before.” 

“Ruby, darling! I promise you'll never 
be sorry!” 

His lips hard on my eager mouth started 
a roaring inside me like the rumble of a 
thousand truck motors, setting my whole 
body atremble. Passion like searing flame 
coursed through me. This was it, I told 
myself. Nothing—not even the violent 
temper Joe had demonstrated—could be 
stronger than the vibrant emotion I felt. | 
returned his burning kisses and asked for 
more. 


OM WAS almost as excited as I was 

about Joe. He lived in Chicago, just 
20 miles away, and made trips up into 
northern Michigan. He’d stopped at the 
house each time he passed through. He 
had met the family and made a big hit with 
Mom. But Aunt Lucy wasn’t too impressed. 
She thought Joe was handsome enough. 
and she certainly didn’t turn down the lit- 
tle gifts he’d always bring to the house. 
But she was always picking up each little 
thing I said about Joe’s hot temper. 

“Beats me,” she’d say, kneading a batch 
of dough or beating a rug, “How a man 
can handle one of those big trucks and 
can’t control his temper.” 

Or she’d look up from her knitting and 
remark, “Had a beau one time with cat- 
eyes just like that fellow of yourn, Ruby. 
Almost married him, too. But the least 
thing made him mad and he’d get hotter 
than a two-dollar pistol.” 

Then she’d sigh and add, “But he up 
and busted a blood vessel one day and that 
was the end of him!” 

“Please, Aunt Lucy,” I’d protest. “Joe 
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not half as bad as you make him sound. 
Sure, he gets upset easily, but he’s really 
a sweet guy.” 

“Don’t doubt it,” she’d sniff. “Those kind 
usually are.” 

But my eyes were so full of love, Joe 
could have had every fault in the book and 
I still would have married him, just as I 
did two months after we first met. His 
temper, I kept telling myself, was some- 
thing I could work on better once we were 
man and wife. 

Actually, I was afraid even to think 
about the problem. Even after the terrible 
incident outside the diner shortly before we 
were to be married, I deliberately closed 
my eyes to what threatened our happiness 
right from the start. Joe had quit his job 
and paid down on a truck of his own. One 
night he drove by the diner to show it off to 
me and to his buddies who still worked for 
the express company. Just before midnight, 
when my shift ended, Joe and I were sitting 
together in a vacant booth holding hands 
and making big plans for our future. 

Suddenly there was a thud and a sicken- 
ing rip of steel outside in the parking lot. 
Instantly, Joe was on his feet. “My truck!” 
he yelled, heading for the door. I don’t 
know how he sensed it, but as I followed 
him out the door, a cry of dismay escaped 
my lips when I surveyed the wreckage. A 
big diesel had swung into the parking lot 
and its bumper had ripped off a fender of 
Joe’s smaller truck. Of course, it was noth- 
ing that couldn’t be easily fixed, but from 
Joe’s reaction, you might have thought his 
truck had been demolished. I saw him pull 
open the door of the big rig, grab the driver 
by the shirt and virtually lift him from the 
cab. It was over in a moment, but never 
will I forget the fury of Joe’s vicious at- 
tack. His eyes blazed like the tips of blow- 
torches and his face was twisted into an 
ugly scowl. With a few blows he hammered 
the startled driver into unconsciousness, 
then turned on the spectators who tried to 
restrain him. Finally, one of the other driv- 
ers who had been in the diner knocked Joe 
out with a blow behind the ear. 

“Sorry, Ruby,” he apologized as he 
helped carry Joe’s limp form inside, “But 
that was the only way. The guy goes 
nuts!” 

There was a sheepish grin on Joe’s face 
when he came to a short time later. The 
men had propped him up in a booth, then 
moved a safe distance away for fear Joe 
would wake up fighting. It was this terror 
he seemed to strike in the hearts of his 
buddies that hurt me almost as much as 
anything else about his uncontrollable 
tages, I started lecturing him, but he cut 
me off. “I’ve got something to do first, 
baby,” he said, rubbing his ear as he left 
the booth. My heart sank as I saw him go 
over to the driver he had beaten. But after 
a few words, Joe held out his hand and 
they shook. Then I was prouder than ever 
of him. If he was man enough to apologize 
a that, then there was hope, I told my- 
self, 


“Now what was it you were going to 
say?” Joe asked, when he returned. 

I smiled and shook my head in wonder- 
ment. “What a guy! Did I ever tell you I 
love you, darling?” 

And it was that love that blinded my eyes 
to Joe’s true character, even though on 
more than one occasion he had shown that 
my presence had not the slightest effect in 
tempering his violent outbursts. 

But we were married on schedule, and 
if there were storm clouds hanging over 
the simple ceremony, I was too deliriously 
happy to notice. Joe, looking very hand- 
some in a new suit, seemed to fill our en- 
tire living room with his bulk, and with all 
the guests milling about, Mom and Aunt 
Lucy had their hands full during the re- 
ception that followed. 

At last it was all over and after the last 
guests had repeated their congratulations 
and said their goodbyes, Mom and Joe 
and I plopped down where we were, ex- 
hausted. But Aunt Lucy, as full of energy 
as when the exciting day began, bustled 
around the house straightening things up. 
She stuck her head into the living room and 
announced, “All right, you two love birds, 
your room is ready.” 

I threw an embarrassed glance at Joe. 
Aunt Lucy. had moved into the bedroom 
with Mom, leaving us the room off the 
kitchen. But her unabashed statement of 
the sleeping arrangement brought a hot 
flush to my cheeks. “Please, Aunt Lucy!” 
I said reprovingly. 

“You’re not ashamed of that, are you?” 
she demanded. “It’s too late to be ashamed 
—you’re man and wife!” 

Joe’s laugh boomed out and he stood up. 
“Come on, wife. We can take a hint!” 

We said goodnight, Joe swept me up into 
his strong arms and carried me to our 
room. 

‘Aunt Lucy is a card, isn’t she?” he said 
with a smile. He grew serious. “Nervous, 
honey?” 

I shook my head. His face, so close to 
mine, was soft and full of love. It bore no 
resemblance to the hate-filled countenance 
I'd seen on so many occasions during the 
time I’d known him. Joe’s caresses soothed 
away all those bitter memories. 


IFE FLOWED smoothly for several 

months and I found peace and content- 
ment in my new role as housewife. Joe 
was thoughtful and kind, never failing to 
bring home some little gift after every trip. 
Then Mom fell ill and the doctor ordered a 
change of climate. We decided that she 
must go back home to Montgomery, Ala- 
bama, and Joe was wonderful. He took 
care of all expenses without hesitation, 
even enough for Aunt Lucy to go along and 
stay with her. 

But there was an undercurrent that 
couldn’t be denied. It haunted those still, 
quiet moments that come to every woman 
when her husband lies deep in sleep beside 
her, ‘when she is alone’in the house waiting 
for his return, or sees him go out the door 
to be gone for a long time. In my case, I 





could never be sure what might happen 
while Joe was speeding along the highway 
hundreds of miles from home. I had a con- 
stant fear that something might touch off 
his hair-trigger temper while he was in a 
strange town and I might never see him 
again. 

When I voiced these fears, always in an 
indirect, offhand manner, Joe would hug 
me to him and laugh. “Nothing’s going to 
happen to your Joe as long as I’ve got my 
friend with me!” he’d say, patting his hip 
pocket where he carried a revolver, his 
protection from hijackers. But the gun 
only made me more uneasy. I had a premo- 
nition that sooner or later there’d be trou- 
ble. 

That trouble came one night several 
months after our marriage. Joe had been 
away on a long haul and while he was gone 
I'd checked with a doctor to confirm my 
suspicions. I was going to have a baby. I 
was bubbling over with eagerness to share 
the good news with Joe, but decided against 
it after I saw how tired and sullen he was 
when he got home. It had been a tough 
trip, and since he had no helper, he had 
lost a lot of sleep on the road. So after 
supper and a hot bath, he dragged himself 
into the bedroom and fell across the bed. 

It was Joe’s stirring and incoherent 
mumbling that awoke me. Listening in the 
darkness a moment, I heard what had dis- 
turbed him. It was the dog next-door howl- 
ing at the top of his lungs. Whether the 
poor thing was barking at the moon or had 
detected prowlers, I didn’t know, but I 
prayed that the noise would stop soon. Joe 
needed his sleep and there was no telling 
what would happen if he were needlessly 
disturbed. 

But the dog didn’t stop; his yelps filled 
the room and eventually wakened Joe. 
“Why the hell don’t they shut up that cur!” 
Joe grumbled. He sat up and switched on 
the light. All the sleep was gone from his 
eyes and only the flashes of mounting anger 
darted into the dimness of the room. 

“Please, darling, the dog will quiet down 
in a minute,” I pleaded. 

But the baying continued and Joe said 
grimly, “I’m going to make damn sure he 
does!” He leaped from the bed and dug 
into the pocket of his pants draped across 
a chair. With the gun in his hand, he 
rushed out to the back porch. My heart 
contracted with fear and my legs wobbled 
as I got up and followed. He had leveled 
the gun at the dog a few yards away when 
I rushed up behind him and grabbed his 
arm. The gun went off and I felt myself 
being flung to the floor. 

“Don’t you ever do that again!” I heard 
Joe hiss, but his voice came to me through 
a thick veil of pain that bunched up in my 
stomach and shot out through the rest of 
my body. The sound of the shot apparently 
frightened the dog, for there was only a 
silence deep as a pit as I lay on the rough 
boards of the porch. 

“Ruby—?” Joe’s husky, anxious voice 
was no longer (Continued on Page 68) 
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Pa gity in my position has no right to ask, but will you 
~marry me, darling?” he asked at last. 
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HIS is a story similar to those of a great many 

girls during the hectic days of World War II, 
but the variation. the strange twist it took in my 
particular case, could have only happened to me. 
Most of the war brides whose men marched off 
never to return sooner or later got over the shock, 
the pain and the heartbreak, but I was destined 
to wear my heart on my sleeve for six long, lonely 
years. You see, mine was no ordinary case; | 
was the widow of a war hero. 

I guess I had better go back to the beginning 
so you can see how it was that I, a normal, 
healthy woman of more than average attractive- 
ness, was actually forced by circumstances to en- 
dure six years of existence without love, affection 
or companionship. 

Maybe you remember those frantic days when 
people did the craziest, most illogical things all in 
the name of patriotism. Girls were marrying GI’s 
they had known for only a day or two with the 
excuse that they wanted to snatch a little happi- 
ness before it was too late—and some didn’t 
bother to get married. 

I met Jimmy on a blind date arranged by Joyce, 
my best friend. Joyce was going steady with a 
sailor who was home on leave. 

“You've just got to come, Jean,” she insisted. 
“This friend of Joe’s—Jimmy’s his name—needs 
cheering up. He came back on furlough and 
found his girl friend had married some fast-talk- 
ing marine.” 

“But I don’t want to get stuck with some old 
sad sack,” I protested. 

“According to Joe, Jimmy is on the beam! Be- 
sides,” she explained, “if Joe and I decide to slip 
off somewhere—you know what I mean—we 
couldn’t just leave Jimmy sitting there alone. 
could we?” 

Joyce finally persuaded me and that evening | 
was over at her house waiting for our dates to 
show up. I sat holding a picture magazine, but 
not really seeing it. | had lived a sheltered exist- 
ence with a maiden aunt up to then and I was on 
pins and needles in anticipation of my first real 
date. Until the war, our town of some 250,000 
had been a sleepy, early-to-bed place and I had 
not been allowed to go across the tracks into the 
neighborhood where Joyce, my best chum, lived. 
People in my neighborhood, especially Aunt Em, 
spoke of “across the tracks” as if it were the 
stamping grounds of the devil himself. Jimmy, 
Joyce explained as she prepared the sandwiches 
to go with the beer the fellows were bringing, 
came from “up on the hill.” This was the resi- 
dential section where the well-to-do families lived. 

I had the jitters as I sat there in Joyce’s apart- 
ment, located in a neighborhood where I had only 
recently dared to venture, waiting for a soldier | 
didn’t know. The war certainly had changed 
things, I reflected. | was sort of in the middle, 


coming from a part of town that was neither rich 
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uor poor; a district of hard-working fam- 
ilies who envisioned “the better things” 
for their children. But with the coming 
of the war, a lot of the old ideas had 
broken down. Over Aunt Em’s protests, 
I had left junior college and taken a job 
in a war plant. It was there that I re- 
newed my friendship with Joyce. 

[ spent more and more time with her, 
often staying overnight at her apartment. 
We have more freedom and certainly 
more money than we’d ever dreamed of, 
but we were not wild or loose. Joyce had 
been going steady with Joe before he’d 
gone in the navy, and they both were 
saving their money for the time when 
they’d get married. 

“Why don’t you and Joe get mar- 
ried?” I asked her, as I laid aside my 
magazine. 

“With this war going on?” She took 
off the apron she’d been working in and 
hung it on a doorknob. 

“But you love him, don’t you?” 

Joyce’s eyes clouded momentarily. She 
lit a cigarette and sat down next to me. 
“I’m nuts about that guy!” she said fer- 
vently. “I'd marry him tonight, if he’d 
say the word. Joe says that any girl who 
marries a guy in the service is letting 
herself in for a lot of heartaches. Maybe 
he’s right,” she continued, “but I think 
it would be worth it!” 

“Even if—if he went away and didn’t 
come back?” I asked. 

She was thoughtful for a moment, then 
said, “Yes, even then. At least we would 
have had some happiness together. But 
this way—” She sighed and jabbed out 
her cigarette. “They'll be here any min- 
ute now,” she said, getting to her feet. 
“Joe’s never late. I'd better touch up my 
makeup.” 

Later, I was to remember that conver- 
sation and recall how I felt in complete 
agreement with Joyce. Half a loaf is bet- 
ter than none. That’s the way I figured. 


But shortly afterwards, the doorbell rang - 


and soon my mind was occupied with 
thoughts of a different kind. 

“Get it, will you, Jean?” Joyce called 
from the bathroom. I went to the door 
and swung it open. A tall, slim sailor 
reached out to grab me, then stepped 
back, his face registering his surprise. 

“You must be Jean!” he exclaimed, 
with a friendly smile. | nodded and he 
stepped aside for the shy-looking soldier 
who stood behind him. “Sound off, sol- 
dier!” Joe ordered. 


The soldier pulled off his cap and 
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clicked his heels. “Private Jimmy Hanly, 
reporting for duty,” he announced, fall- 
ing into the spirit of the thing. Evidently, 
he wasn’t so shy. 

I laughed and invited them both in. 
Joe went directly to the kitchen with the 
big bag he held in his arms, while Jimmy 
and I sat opposite each other in the 
living room, neither of us knowing quite 
what to say. 

He offered me a cigarette and | shook 
my head, blushing. I hoped he wouldn’t 
think me a square. From the first mo- 
ment | had first looked into his deep-set 
eyes, | wanted Jimmy to like me. There 
was something about him that appealed 
to me immediately. He wasn’t tall, but 
he was well-built and wore his suntans 
with a flair, His smooth, bronze face was 
handsome, but he seemed to be inwardly 
sad. | got the crazy feeling that if I could 
run my fingers over the slight furrows in 
his brow, the shadow that veiled his eyes 
would vanish. 

“Have you been enjoying your fur- 
lough?” I asked. 

His mouth tightened into a bitter smile 
and only then did I remember what Joyce 
had told me about the girl friend who 
had tossed him overboard. “I’m—I’m 
terribly sorry,” [ stammered in embar- 
rassment. 

“For the first time since | came home, 
things are looking bright,” he said, hold- 
ing my eyes in a steady gaze. 

I blushed as Joe, his arm around 
Joyce appeared in the kitchen doorway 
and said, “What's the matter, Jimmy? 
You two have known each other for five 
whole minutes, and you’re still talking to 
each other across the room!” 

“Give them a chance to get acquaint- 
ed,” Joyce scolded. 

“Look, he’s got the prettiest girl in 
town—next to you, that is—and if he 
doesn’t pick up a little speed, he'll be out 
in the cold again,” Joe declared. 

I felt sorry for Jimmy and angry with 
Joe for rubbing it in about Jimmy’s lost 
love. But they must have been good bud- 
dies, because Jimmy smiled quietly and 
said, “A lot depends on finding the right 
girl, Joe. You were lucky and got Joyce.” 
He glanced at me. “But I think my luck 
is changing now!” he added confidently. 


S FOR ME, I soon realized that my 
whole life was changing. Meeting 
Jimmy was the most exciting thing that 
had happened to me up to that point in 
my 21 years. As the evening progressed. 


I learned what a sweet, intelligent fellow 
he was, and the four of us had a wonder. 
ful time together. But when it was time 
to go, Jimmy fell back into his quiet re. 
serve and I wondered whether it was be. 
cause his thoughts were about the gir| 
who had jilted him. We walked all the 
way back to my house, not saying much, 
but holding hands as if it were the most 
natural thing in the world. 

We reached my front porch, and as | 
feared, Aunt Em, a disapproving frown 
on her thin face, stood waiting for me, 
Her eyes surveyed Jimmy hostilely and 
| knew she was about to demand what | 
meant strolling home at midnight and 
just who I thought I was, bringing 
strange soldiers around. 

Hoping to avert an embarrassing ti- 
rade, I said quickly, “This is Jimmy 
Hanly, Aunt Em. I knew him in school. 
He’s one of my old schoolmates,” | 
added, squeezing his hand as a signal for 
him to go along with this little white lie. 

Aunt Em’s hatchet face broke into a 
wreath of smiles. “Not the Jimmy Hanly, 
from up on the hill?” she asked coyly. 
“Why I know your mother! That is, we 
belong to the same ladies’ club.” I 
never seen her make such a fuss over 
anyone, certainly with none of the fel- 
lows I had gone out with before. 

“I’m pleased to meet you,” Jimmy 
said. “I hope you won’t blame Jean for 
coming home so late. It’s my fault. You 
see, we were having so much fun—” 

“Why, that’s quite all right, Jimmy,” 
she smiled. “I know how it is—I was 
young once myself!” she giggled. “Well 
now that I know my girl is in safe hands, 
ll go on in. Goodnight.” 

“Now I’ve seen everything!” I e 
claimed, after the screen door .h 
banged shut on her retreating figure 
“Youre the first fellow she’s ever treated 
decently. I guess she likes you.” : 

“What about her niece?” he asked it 
a low voice. “I’m more interested in how 
she feels about me.” 

I didn’t know how to answer. I liked 
Jimmy very much, but a girl doesn’t a¢ 
mit this right off the bat. Even with the 
speeded-up tempo of things since the 
war, should I confess how I felt? Jimmy 
must have sensed my hesitation, for he 
gave a short laugh and said, “Don’t mind 
me. When a fellow’s girl gives him the 
gate, it hurts. I was just fishing for com 
pliments to bolster my ego.” 


“You don’t have to do that, Jimmy, Sig 


I assured him. (Continued on Page 1) 
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bbe NEW YEAR holiday is the traditional time for 


merriment and gaiety. The smart home-maker 


knows that it is not enough to blow horns and make 
toasts and resolutions. To preserve the New Year spirit 
365 days a year, new and bright ideas are necessary to 
increase the warmth of the home and to make condi- 
tions more pleasant for the family. On these pages are 
some suggestions which can help make 1952 home life 
interesting and inspirational for all the family. 
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Quick Fruit Cake 


Combine together with % cup strong coffee or wine, 1 cup raisins, 
1 cup chopped nuts, 2 cups mixed fruits chopped fine, 1 cup currants, 
| cup chopped dates, 1 box of Duff’s spice. Place cake mix in bowl, 
add fruits and blend together with 1 cup of milk. Place in well 
greased deep, round cake pan. Place in pre-heated oven and bake 
for 1 hour at 350°F. Frost with powdered sugar frosting. 


Corn Flake Cookies 


Beat 2 egg whites until stiff but not dry. Fold in 1 cup brown or 
granulated sugar. Add '% teaspoon vanilla flavoring, 2 cups corn 
flakes, 4% cup chopped nutmeats and 1 cup chopped fruits (dates, 
raisins and citron). Mix carefully. Drop by spoonfuls onto a well- 
greased baking sheet. Bake in a preheated moderate oven (350° 
F.). 15 te 20 minutes. Remove immediately from sheet. 


Date And Nut Bars 


4 delicious accompaniment for your “Tom and Jerry” drink 
is this plate of cookies. For date-nut bars sift together % cup flour, 
1 tsp. baking powder and % tsp. salt. Add % cup brown sugar, 
3 well beaten eggs and % cup margarine. Stir in 2 cups chopped 
dates and 1 cup chopped nuts. Grease a baking pan. Spread batter 
in pan and bake in slow oven (325°F.) about 50 minutes. Remove 
from oven and spread with chocolate and white icings. Cut in bars. 
Makes 16. 
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Sandwich Tray 


A sandwich assortment fit for a king with avocado-pineapple spread 
sandwiches cut in the shape of leaves; celery seed sticks which are a 
combination of cream cheese and mustard sprinkled with celery seed; 
cucumber and cream cheese squares; cream cheese and jelly cubes; 
deviled ham ribbon sandwiches; peanut butter stars and raisin and peanut 
butter pinwheels. 


New Year’s 


id IS AN age-old tradition to hold “open house” on New Year's 

Day and to entertain with that warm sort of hospitality that 
makes folks know they are welcome to your home all year round. 

It is not necessary to prepare elaborate dishes for this sort 
of an occasion, but certainly in keeping with the traditional 
holiday foods, it is time to bring out your good, aged fruitcake 
and serve tiny little slices with a cup of delicious, old-fashioned 
egg nog or tasty, warm, invigorating Tom and Jerry’s. 

Dainty sandwiches may be served along with little homemade, 
festive Christmas cakes and perhaps an unusual cocktail or 
mixed drink of some sort. For those who don’t participate in 
stiff drinks, it certainly is in keeping to serve tea or coffee or 
glass of good, rich punch. All in all, it is not what you serve 
but the spirit in which it is served for memories of the warmth, 


























Angel Tip Cocktail 





spread A cocktail for the ladies with just the right amount of pep is made with 
h are a 1 jigger white rum, juice of 1 lime, % jigger of brandy, 1 tablespoon 
y seed: sugar (per person). Combine with crushed ice in cocktail shaker. Rub 
cubes: inside of cold cocktail glass with wet mint leaves, then dip edge of glass 
peanut in powdered sugar. Fill with mixture, add a cherry and serve this attrac- 


tive drink. 


* * 


Open House 


Year's friendliness and congenial hospitality which the home com- 
y that municates to the visitors on this their first visit of the New 
round. Year, will be carried through for the rest of the days to come. 
is sort The menu for an “Open House” if it is to last all day or un- 
tional less it is stated that it is a buffet dinner, should not consist of 
itcake anything heavy. Most people have overeaten up to the close 
ioned of the old year and the whole idea of your New Year’s Day 

“Open House” is just to have a little tidbit that can be picked 
made, up in the fingers and eaten along with the drinks of your choice. 
ail or Since the question of what would be the proper thing to serve 
ate in is uppermost in the mind of every woman, we have taken this 
e or a question into consideration and shown on these pages are ideas 
serve which will help your “Open House” entertaining for the New 
irmth, Year. 






























New Year’s Starter 


A tall drink that will whet the appetites of male open house guests 
and start the day off with a bang is a combination of 1 jigger of 
brandy, 1 jigger of light rum, % jigger of creme de menthe. Com- 
bine in a tall glass filled with ice. Fill the rest of the glass with 
carbonated water and serve. This is a favorite with men drinkers 
and will elicit compliments for its hearty taste. 





Egg Nog 


For fluffy egg nog, separate eggs, using only egg yolks in basic 
mixture to be chilled. Then when ready to serve, beat egg whites 
just until they hold a soft peak and fold into the egg nog mixture. 
Beat 3 eggs until foamy. Add % tsp. salt and 4% cup sugar and 
continue beating until well blended. Stir in 2% cups evaporated 
milk, %; cup water and 2 tsps. vanilla. 


At-Home Buffet 


There is a tiny New Year’s in the sleigh gift for each guest and a 
good, warm cider punch with nut cake crunch and foamy sauce. 
To make nut cake crunch, sift % cup flour, % tsp. baking powder, 
% tsp. mace and dash of salt. Beat 3 egg whites very stiff but not 
dry. Fold in 4% cup of sugar. Beat egg yolks until thick, add 
another 4% cup of sugar and mix well. Add 1 tsp. of vanilla. Stir 
in flour, 2 cups of finely chopped walnuts or pecans. Fold in egg 
whites. Pour into a well greased round cake pan and bake in a 
moderate oven (325°F.) 45 minutes. Serve with creamy sauce. 
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New 
Cocktail 


Most women like to highlight the 
New Year’s celebration with an ap- 
propriate new dress or outfit. Store 
windows are sparkling with cocktail out- 
fits perfect for the glamorous midnight 
event. The spirit of revelry, aided by 
noisemakers, confetti and champagne 
goes hand in hand with smart informali- 
ty of dress as exemplified by any num- 
ber of the newer dress creations. 

Parties at home for family and friends, 
or at the club-house with the gang sup- 
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Called “Greek Goddess” this white moire 
sheath formal has fitted bodice with scal- 
lops and self-covered buttons. Tiny criss 
cross rhinestone straps carry out the de 
tail trim of belt and pockets. The deep 
split in front and back of skirt gives ample 
room for dancing. Designed by Oteal. 








Year’s 
Dresses 


and price. Creations vary from the sleek, 
plain sheath type of dress to the full- 
skirted, beruffled petticoat outfits. 

Television lounging pajamas, gowns 
and aprons are also in the fashion spot- 
light. The simple hourglass waistlines 
with clear-cut details seem to be the best 
favored. Velvets, corduroys and taffetas 
are the most popular for budgetwise 
women and the smart, girlish lines are 
flattering and easy to look at. 

Shown here are party dresses for all 
occasions during the gay holiday season 
as originated by “Oteal” of Chicago. 
The dresses are custom-made and priced 


at $39.95. 
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As bewitching as its name, “Midnite,” this 
black moire cocktail dress fairly whispers 
of intrigue. It is designed with a fore- 
thought for flattery and is destined to put a 
gleam in that certain man’s eye. Dress has 
curved lines, rippling skirt, gaily revealing 
neckline and bevy af rhinestone buttons 


Tagged “Continental,” this dress is green 

taffeta with smoke-gray stripes, has portrait 

neckline and bodice garnished with frosted 

glass buttons. Voluminous skirt, individ- 

ually-pleated, spreads fan-wise from a snug, 
nipped-in waistline. 
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Your Kitchen In Color 


COLOR RECIPE lashes _ Kitchen COLOR RECIPE 


Walls - Bork Brome 

Ceiling - Pele lellow 

Woodwork - Brown 

Counter Tops - Mefure/ Mead 
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EW AMBITIONS are closer to the 
homemaker’s heart than the desire 
for an attractive kitchen which is tops 


in utility. While the modern kitchen, like | 
Rome, cannot be built in a day, it is pos- | 


sible to carry out many ideas without too 
much expense. 


In the first place, it is important to | 
make the most of what you have. Before | 
you start planning for the new cabinets, | 


stoves and refrigerators, it is best to put 


the question of the color and decoration | 
foremost on the list of plans. If you are | 
starting out to decorate a complete new | 
kitchen, it will require a step-by-step | 


process of careful and systematized buy 


ing of the right dishes, pots, pans and | 


kitchenware. 


Colors should be chosen according to | 
the amount of light and window space | 
that can be utilized and the amount of | 


cooking to be done. An important factor 


is the decision whether it is to be a | 
kitchen to live in or just a place to pre- | 


pare meals. 


It is not always convenient to rebuild | 


complete a kitchen already established, 


but the type or style that the kitchen is | 
to be planned after, such as Modern, | 
Dutch or Colonial can set the pace for | 
accessories which will make the kitchen | 


a warm, livable type of room that is 
the answer to the dream of any house- 
wife. Simple little decorating tricks like 


new curtains or a few flowers can make | 
over the whole room at a most reason- | 


able cost. 


A well-dressed kitchen is like a well- | 
dressed woman, attracting attention and | 
deserving all the consideration, care and | 
thought possible. The kitchen should ex- | 
press the personality of the homemaker, | 


for once it is furnished, it becomes a 


place to live in and its beauty will help | 
create ambitions to turn out food befit- | 


ting its pleasant character. 
Shown on these pages are clever ideas 


for kitchen colors and accessories as de- | 
signed by Jane Foster of the Edison Com.- | 


pany. These novel recipe colors will in- 
spire any housewife to use the new ideas 
for the old kitchen, and the colors and 
combinations will add life to the home 
and brighten the perspective for better 
eating, appetites and living. 
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RACKET 


THE WORLD'S 
BEST-DRESSED WOMAN 


READERS’ COMMENTS 


Gwendolyn Brooks, Chicago, Ill. 
Winner of Pulitzer prize: “Easy to handle, 
read and remember. JET is another Johnson 
triumph.” 


Lounneer Pemberton, Chicago, Iii. 
Director, Industrial Dept., Urban League: 
“JET marks a new era in Negro journalism in 
getting a tabloid magazine with current news.” 


Jeff Means, Chicage, ill. 
“In these days, when time, the dollar and 
being informed is of such great importance, 
this new offering of yours becomes a ‘must’ in 
every home. I say a grateful and appreciative 


Thank You.” 
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HAIR 


New Ideas 
For 


Long Hair 


ARISIAN and American beauty 

stylists notwithstanding, there are a 
great number of women who refuse to 
cut their hair. Their reasons for this de- 
cision vary from their own personal taste 
to the violent objections of husbands or 
boy friends. Men like long hair because 
it is feminine, and practically all women 
love to please men. 

Long hair today is really the headache 
of beauticians for they must create styles 
to flatter the hair and show off the tresses 
as well as compliment the face. Then too, 
for long hair, the hairdresser must spend 
more time styling, and use precautions 


Back-of-the-hair style is tightly pinned in to give a very sleek effect. Each hair is 
moothed into place. Pearls accent the deep rolls of large curls as they crown the 
top of the head. 


not to let the style become top-heavy for 
the head it is to adorn. 

Popular young hair stylist Mable 
Rhynes of Chic ago feels that long hair 
and its styling is a challeuge to her abil. 
ity and likes to style long hair and create 
exotic styles for each customer. In keep. 
ing with the return of the deep marcel 
wave, her hairdos are fashioned around 
them, so that the wearer derives all the 
beauty that the hairstyle allows. 

Since holiday time is dress-up time, 
Miss Rhynes has shown on these pages 
several party hairdos that are all dressed 
up to go places for the New Year. 


Chicago beautician Mable Rhynes executes 

one of her party hair styles for long, heavy 

hair. Large, heavy curls are set and velvet 
ribbon is woven around them. 


Elaborate hairstyle called “Breath of 

Spring” has tiny daisies on a velvei ribbon 

encircling the entire hairdo. Matching ear- 
rings add the extra colorful touch. 
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Hair piled high and heavy, one half curled 

and the other braided, is skillfully carried 

from the side to circle the head and crown 
the curls. 


Finished party hairdo is called “Fantasy In 

Pearls.” The deep side marcel wave is set 

to flatter the face and lend a look of so- 
phistication. 


A fetching hair style called “Simplicity,” is 

created with the huir around a chignon. 

Soft rolls are high on each side, with curled 
bangs in front. 
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HUMAN HAIR STYLES 
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OME COLD WAVE KIT $9150 
A $2.30 GIFT WITH YOUR ORDER 71 CAP WIG 
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SATISFACT 


CORONET BEAUTY PRODUCTS, Inc., 2143 7th AVE., N. Y. C. 
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HEALTH 


Be Wary 
Of New 


Drugs 


By Dr. Julian Lewis 


Author of “The Biology Of The Negro” 


r}.HE POWERFUL new medical drugs 

now available are virtually two- 
edged swords. They have wonderful 
life-saving properties and at the same 
time they have dangerous potentialities 
when improperly used. The lay public 
first learns about them through garbled 


and inaccurate news reports in maga- — 


zines and newspapers. Patent medicine 
manufacturers, capitalizing on the pub- 
licity and using ambiguous and mislead- 
ing advertisements make them available 
for household use. Some doctors, yield- 
ing to popular demand and with next 
month’s rent bill staring them in the 
face, prescribe these drugs although their 
cool and considered judgement warns 
them against it. It is only after years of 
frenzied exploitation that promising new 
drugs are properly evaluated, some to 
be discarded, others to be maintained as 


16 


Careful examination rarely reveals need for use of ballyhooed medical drugs. 


valuable medicaments. Meanwhile many 
large fortunes are made and, through 
improper use, many people have died or 
become permanent invalids. 

The introduction of a new drug fol- 
lows a definite pattern. The sequence of 
events is something like this: a research 
scientist after years of painstaking work 
reports his findings to a medical society 
and publishes his results in a medical 
journal. Usually he is very careful not 
to make excessive claims. In fact his 
report is merely an invitation to his col- 
leagues to make further tests. A news- 
paper reporter, ever on the alert for 
sensational news, gets wind of it, writes 
it up solely with the purpose of creating 
an exciting story. 

The scientist or his employer may o1 
may not patent the new drug. If he does, 
the patent is sold to a pharmaceutical 


manufacturer who in turn may license 
other manufacturers or retain the sole 
right to produce it. A high-pressure sales 
program addressed to physicians is set 
up which includes quotations from the 
scientist’s statements, advertisements in 
medical journals, personal calls on phy- 
sicians by salesmen, and the lavish giv- 
ing away of free samples. When there 
are several manufacturers each gives his 
product a different trademarked name, 
all of which, to the confusion of the 
doctor, contain the same active ingredi- 
ent but differ from each other only in 
packaging and the addition of insignif- 
icant and unimportant other drugs. 
When a manufacturer refuses to sell 
license or asks too high a price, com 
peting manufacturers may set theil 
chemists to work to produce their own 


drugs. (Continued on Page 80) 
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REAL 
LIFE 
DRAMAS 


6640/7 OUR HONOR,” said the attractive 
girl, looking up into the judge’s 
face, “I’ve found out that business and 
love just don’t mix.” 
Sympathetically, the judge listened to 


the girl’s story. 


Seven or eight years ago, she had 
come to New York from her home in 
the South. She had a little nest egg 
saved to help her weather idle days un- 
til she could find work. But before she 
found a job she found a man. He was 
a pleasant man, a good-looking man and 
he was also ambitious. 

The urge of the man’s ambitions told 
him that a small business of your own 
is much better than a big job which be- 
longs to your employer. The man had 
a dream and he talked to the girl about 
it on intimate summer evenings in be- 
tween words of love and promises of 
undying loyalty. 

The dream—the man wanted to open 
a hot-dog luncheonette in Harlem. 

He had a location and some money. 
The luncheonette would cost $1500. 

The girl got excited and offered to 
supply a portion of the capital—about 
$400. The man told her he would give 
her a one-half interest in the store for 
her money. 

The store was opened and began to 
flourish. The girl and the man were 
very happy. Their business relationship 
made their liking for each other even 
more important. 

But after several years, the man 
seemed to lose interest in the girl. They 
had quarrels and, finally, the man 
barred her (Continued on Page 78) 





Finest .. Latest Styles in Ladies’ and Men's BE-BOP 


Glasses. ALL IN CLEAR WHITE OR GREEN LENSES. 
“@MSS BROADWAY” LABIES’ RIMLESS 


Premier sthewing. Gorgeous 24K gold plated sides ond 
mote piece. Mother of Pearl eor pieces. Wide Library 
Temples ere Block, Brown, Blue Pearl or Pink Pearl. 


FREE 10 DAY TRIAL! 


Specio! low price. 


Ste #31494" 
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Style 7106 (Ledies) 
Style #322 (Mens) $39 


Catalog Of Over 100 Different Styles—Don't Wait! Order Now 


HERMAN OPTICAL CO. 


199 S MARKET ST. newark. Nn. 3 





A DOCTOR'S 
PRESCRIPTION 
FOR THE SCALP 


Your hair roots are in your scalp. The natural health of your 
scalp is important. The condition of your hair often depends 
heavily upon it. Dr. Parrish began prescribing his medicated 
tar formula more than 20 years ago. It is mixed with Sulphur, 
Resorcin and Balsam of Peru. It is such a strong, powerful 
antiseptic and does such a fine germicidal work for extern- 
ally irritated scalp conditions such as itching that many 
doctors regard it highly and still prescribe it today. Does 
your scalp need o double strength tar formula? If so, write 
for it today. It is all mixed and ready for you to use with full 
directions on your jar. Use it for seven days and if you are 
not delighted every cent back. SEND NO MONEY NOW 
Just write. When you get your Dr. Parrish Scalp Formula with 
full directions and a money back guarantee, pay only 
$1.50, not a penny more. Write to: 

GOLD MEDAL HAIR PRODUCTS, INC., Dept. Y-1 
337 Kings Highway, Brooklyn 23, New York 
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The Vitec Hormone Hoir Creme 

stimulates Temple Growth. Softens short, stub 
, unruly hair. Relieves and corrects Itchy scalp 
and Dry Hair. Aids natural Luxurious Hair Growth. 
Makes Hair Soft, Lustrous, Beautiful. 8 weeks Treat- 

ment jar - $2.00. Send for your jar today 
GLANDEEN is the successful result of 20 years 
of Biological, Physiological and mical Research 
and Study of the Life and Growth of Hair by Don 
Eduardo, one of America’s great Research Chemists 








and ponent on Hair and Skin Care. 
GLANDEEN helps You ZO- 
EARN BIG MONEY 


women are now earning big money 


as Local I Distriburors for this marvelous Creme; 
after they have tested it themselves. 


to see how truly amazing it is. You'll be 
thrilled with compliments about your hair! 
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BEAUTY 





First step for good hand care is cleansing. 

Fill the wash bowl full of warm water and 

dampen soft hand brush. Brush on soap to 
produce plenty of lather. 





Rinsing the hands is the next step and a 

very important one. All of the soap should 

be removed and the hands rinsed thorough- 
ly with a massage motion. 


After hands have been. washed and dried, a good hand lotion 
or cream should be applied. Gently massage into the skin and 
pat over the back of hands and wrists. 





Using a circular motion, rub soapy brush 
over back and front of hands and wrists 
until they are well cleansed. Work the 


brush gently between the fingers. 
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To dry the hands, use a soft, small-size 

bath towel. Dry well and push back the 

cuticles gently. Hands that are not dried 
well, chap easily. 








Lovely | 
Aid 


HETHER you are a Hollywood 

star, Broadway actress, career girl, 
business woman or housewife, your 
hands should be an important part of 
your daily beauty routine. Hands and 
the way they look reveal more than one 
can guess about the owner’s life, home 
habits, emotions and last but not least— 
age. 

To be able to use one’s hands grace- 
fully and let them express a thought or 
emotion is an asset, whether for a 
speaker, teacher or just an everyday 
homemaker. Removing gloves and dis- 
playing well-groomed nails, soft and 
young hands which are not chapped or 
red and swollen from lack of care, is a 
woman’s pride. 

There are a number of simple home 
remedies which are within the budget of 
every woman for her hand care and 
which produce amazing results. The first 
important step in hand care is cleanliness. 
Scrub hands thoroughly at least once a 
day. Use warm water, plenty of soap 
and a small brush. If the water is hard, 
a bit of powdered borax or softener is 
a great aid. Clean under nails carefully 
and use a pumice stone on rough cal- 
louses, palms or fingers. After a day in 


To remove any stubborn stains and the odor of onions or garlic 
from your hands, use either lemon or salt or a combination of both. 
Wash and rinse well after use. 











Hands 


Glamour 


the garden or extra heavy cleaning, rub 
your hands with a lotion or cream before 
washing. Push back the cuticle gently 
when washing the hands. 

After cleaning and soaping, rinse 
hands well and dry them with a soft bath 
towel. It is well to remember that damp- 
ness will cause chapping and irritation. 
Wipe hands toward wrists and massage 
as you dry them: It is necessary to use 
a lotion after washing and it is wise to 
keep a bottle in your desk, bathroom 
and kitchen. 

Once a week, give yourself a hand 
massage. Rub cream into hands and 
wear an old pair of cotton gloves to bed. 
There are, however, a number of creams 
on the market today which come with 
the gloves. When applying cream, stroke 
it backward over the hand and massage 
vibrantly. 

When cutting onions or garlic in the 
kitchen, rub fingers with salt or a slice 
of lemon. In some instances a good 


deodorant soap will help. il a 


‘ 


1 
The only excuse a woman can offer for se a 
: ey 
OFAN 
- 


efully rough, unkept hands is negligence, for 


hand care is one beauty treatment which Smart new combination of night cream and suede jersey gloves are invaluable in keeping 
can be performed at home. hands attractive. Cream softens hands, gloves keep bed clothes clean. 


Care of hands at night is most important, especially when they are After night cream has been thoroughly rubbed into your hands, 
rough and chapped. Cleanse hands thoroughly and rub with rich, place a pair of soft gloves on them. These will keep the cream 
nourishing night cream. on and protect the bed clothes. 
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Babies fed on bottle milk are getting nutrition inferior to breast-feeding, doctors agree. 


Breast Versus Bottle Feeding 


W HILE on my vacation this summer 
Y | stopped off in a small town for 
n hour or two just to stretch my legs 
nd look around. I walked through a 
mall park and saw something which 
jade me stop for a moment because it 
vas so unusual—and yet so natural. 


Seated on a bench along one of the quiet 


valks was a young, well-dressed mother 


and playing nearby was a child about 


wo years old. The thing which made 
ie pause was the sight of a baby cud- 
lled in the woman’s arms nursing just 
1s nature intended babies to nurse— 
rom her mother’s breast. 

\s | walked on, remembering the 
weet smile on the mother’s face as she 
oked down on her child, I thought to 
yself, “There is a child who is getting 
wonderful start in life.” 

Most physicians today agree that the 
est fed babies are breast-fed babies and 
hat breast-feeding is not only of nutri- 


UU 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor in Pediatrics, Northwestern University 


tional but also psychological value to 
the growing infant. Despite this, many 
modern mothers, still clinging to a prac- 
tice which developed a generation ago 
and then supported by many doctors, 
refuse to nurse their babies. 

The reasons the mothers give are 
numerous, and most of them are wrong. 
Some women believe that cow’s milk is 


“just as good as mother’s milk,” and 


that it is much more convenient. 
Actually this is far from being the 
truth. Any mother who has had to ster- 
ilize bottles, mix formulas and struggle 
with keeping everything scrupulously 
clean should be the first to admit that 
mothers’ milk is much more convenient 
even though it does mean that the mother 
must spend more time with the baby. 
Any honest doctor will disagree with 
the theory that cow’s milk is just as good 
as breast milk. It is true that cow’s milk 
is a very good substitute when a mother 


finds it impossible to nurse her baby but 
experiments have proved that breast-fed 
babies do not suffer from half as many 
illnesses (such as intestinal diarrhea) 
as do bottle-fed babies. Even babies who 
are fed on a combination of bottle and 
mother’s milk are healthier than those 
exclusively bottle fed. 

Scientists believe that mother’s milk 
contains various antibodies which have 
been developed in the mother’s body 
throughout her lifetime and that these 
antibodies immediately go to work pro- 
tecting the young infant. Respiratory 
infections, rashes and eczema as well as 
intestinal disturbances and diarrhea are 
much more rare among nursing than 
among bottle babies. 

Many women voice the belief that 
nursing a baby will ruin their figures. 
This is absolutely false. Whether or not 
a woman regains her figure after giving 
birth to a child (Continued on Page 69) 
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(Continued from Page 29) 


stop until she had told me about every man 
in the place from the elevator operator to 
the head of the firm. It seemed that Mr. 
Wilson was one of the biggest flirts in the 
whole place but was still considered quite 
acatch for some lucky girl. I pictured him 
as an elderly man with a weakness for 
young girls. I was pleasantly surprised 
when Mr. Wilson strolled in looking like 
a picture I had seen in the men’s fashion 
magazines, complete with pearl-grey gloves. 
When he removed the homburg, there was 
a shock of black, wavy hair with a slight 
touch of gray touching the temples. His 
face was angular shaped. set off with a 
perfect smile. He had a pleasant smile 
which showed off his even white teeth. He 
was one of the most handsome men I had 
ever seen. His first glance at me turned 
into a long, unblinking stare broken by 
Marie’s polite cough. I averted my eyes 
while Marie made the formal introduction. 
I stammered a confused acknowledgment. 
Mr. Wilson exchanged a few words with 
Marie and then walked slowly into the 
inner office. 

“Looks like you’re in, kid,” whispered 
Marie as the door closed behind the back 
of Randolph Wilson. If I had known what 
was in store for me I would have taken my 
hat and coat and gone right out to look for 
anew job. I couldn’t help comparing Mr. 
Wilson’s smooth, suave manner with Bill’s 
plain, friendly outlook on everything. Bill 
was strictly the athletic type who looked 
out of character wearing even a shirt and 
tie. Probably the most athletic thing Mr. 
Wilson had ever done was to bet on the 
horses. Still, I had to admit I had felt a 
surge of emotion when Randolph Wilson 
smiled at me. The rest of the morning 
I spent learning the work. It was not diffi- 
cult and I found that by working at a cer- 
tain speed I had a lot of time for my own 
thoughts. Marie was out of the office a 
great deal during the day and the fact that 
I was separated from this magnetic man by 
just a thin door was mildly terrifying. What 
would I do or say if he came out of his 
ofice for something in Marie’s absence? 
The morning passed and soon it was time 
for lunch. I had no further encounter with 
my boss. 

Marie led the way around the corner to a 
large restaurant where most of the em- 
ployees had lunch. We managed to find a 
table in the rear. Marie continued the 
morning’s conversation while I studied the 
faces of the people around us. The front 
door opened and Mr. Wilson strode into 
the crowded room, hesitated a moment as 
if looking for someone and then started 





straight for the small table we were occu- 
pying! I was so upset by this move that 
I dropped a forkful of salad back to my 
plate. Mr. Wilson’s eyes met mine as he 
came down the aisle. I set there as if hyp- 
notized, while the rest of the diners seemed 
to stop eating to watch some unrehearsed 
drama. I felt a slow flush creep up my 
neck as I realized what a foolish spectacle 
I must have presented with the fork poised 
in mid-air. I hurriedly looked down at my 
plate as the tall, smiling figure stopped at 
the table. 

“T hope everything is satisfactory, Miss 
Graham,” he smiled at me. 

“Oh yes.” I answered quickly and then 
slowed to say: “Marie has been very help- 
ful in explaining things to me.” Our eyes 
met again when he said: 

“T know it’s difficult to adjust one’s self 
all at one time. Just take it easy for a few 
days.” I smiled weakly at this bit of friend- 
liness and murmured a polite: 

“Thank you, I will.” 

Then he was gone through the door that 
led into an inner dining room reserved for 
the executives. 

“You've really made a hit with the boss,” 
said Marie in a slightly bantering tone. 

“T’m not interested in making a hit.” I 
snapped and then realizing I was being 
rather abrupt. I went on to say: 

“I’m practically engaged already. Have 
you forgotten?” 

“Well, I wish he would give me some of 
that extra attention he’s passing out to 
you,” Marie said with a laugh. It was hard 
to get angry with Marie because she was 
just friendly by nature. I smiled and made 
a fresh attack at my deserted salad. I 
rushed Marie through lunch so I could get 
out of the restaurant which all of a sudden 
had become unbearably warm. Besides, 
several of the girls seemingly had deserted 
their lunches to look at me and whisper in 
knowing undertones. We finished lunch 
and I sought refuge in the cooling outside 
air. 

Back in the office, I couldn’t get my mind 
on the printed forms in front of me, so I 
made some excuse to be out when Mr. 
Wilson returned from lunch. The rest of 
the day was uneventful and I thought of 
seeing Bill in the evening after dinner. 


HE RIDE home that evening seemed 

rather short as I mulled over the day’s 
happenings in my mind, I couldn’t help 
thinking what a pleasant life a girl could 
have as the wife of a wealthy man like 
Randolph Wilson. He had everything to 
offer; looks, personality, social position and 
wealth. Then I thought of Bill—sincere, 
honest, clean-cut and with a desire to make 
good in life. Of course it would be a few 
years before Bill would be able to offer 
even marriage and then it would still be a 
long struggle to the top. All of my life I 
had dreamed of being the wife of a success- 
ful man and having the comfort and securi- 
ty of a beautiful home. My family had lived 
in a crowded tenement building and I had 
promised myself that I would rise above 


the same thing. Bill and I had discussed 
the future many times and we were both 
willing to work for the things we wanted, 
but I realized that many years would pass 
before we would be able to realize any of 
these things. 

That evening after dinner on the front 
steps, Bill was full of questions concerning 
my new job and the people I worked with. 
I wasn’t in the mood for conversation but 
Bill suddenly asked: 

“What’s your boss like, Hon?” 

I became suddenly angry and shot back: 

“Why! Does it make a difference who 
I work for?” 

I was sorry as soon as the words had 
tumbled from my lips for Bill’s teasing 
smile had frozen and his face wore an ex- 
pression I had never seen before. 

“Hey, take it easy, I was only kidding 
you know.” 

“Tt’s my fault Bill. Maybe I'm a little 
tired and on edge. After all this was my 
first day.” 

There was nothing more said about work 
and a few minutes later Bill took my hands 
in his and said: 

“T’ve got a couple of chapters to read be- 
fore I turn in, so I’m going to run along.” 

He drew me close and for a moment I 
had the impression he was trying to see 
something different in my eyes. Then his 
lips were on mine. I tried to respond as I 
usually did but tonight my heart was not 
in it. He held me close for a moment and 
then he was swinging down the street with 
the springy stride I had always admired. 
My lips formed the words to call him back 
but then he was halfway down the block. 

“Tl make it up to him tomorrow,” I 
thought to myself as I turned to go into 
the house. Usually when Bill left me in 
the evening, I was in a gay, singing mood 
but tonight I sat before my dressing mirror 
for several minutes before I started brush- 
ing my hair. Instead of seeing my own 
brown, flowing hair, I kept seeing the 
smooth, smiling face of Randolph Wilson. 
The chimes in the distance snapped me out 
of my reverie and I climbed slowly into 
bed. 

The next day I made a special point of 
wearing a dress that definitely accentuated 
the clean lines of my youthful body. The 
three-inch heels added to the new, mature 
look. I had to give myself an approving 
smile as I viewed the effect in the mirror. 
Yesterday, I had looked like a high school 
graduate on her first job; today I looked 
like a sophisticated young woman. 

My new appearance drew a low whistle 
of approval from Marie when I strolled into 
the office. 

“You'll really knock his eyes out in that 
outfit, honey,” she said in way of greeting. 

I murmured something about not having 
anything else to wear, but Marie smiled. 

“You can’t fool Marie, babe.” she teased. 
“When a chick dresses the way you're 
dressed this morning, it’s just like putting 
cheese on a mouse-trap and in this case, 
the mouse is Randolph Wilson.” I saw 


it was useless to argue and anyhow deep 
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down inside, I knew she was right. After 
all Bill and I weren’t formally engaged. 

When the boss arrived that morning, I 
made a special point of saying hello and 
was rewarded with a flashing smile that 
made my heart miss a beat. I thought to 
myself how easy it would be to make this 
smiling devil make a play for me! 

The next few weeks I spent learning 
more about the insurance business. After 
all, a mere typist stood little chance of 
getting in with a man like Randolph Wil- 
son. Bill still came around in the evenings 
but the conversation only lagged a few 
minutes and then Bill would leave to study 
his lessons for the next day. Bill sensed 
something different. Several times I caught 
him studying me out of the corner of his 
eye. He never said anything though, be- 
cause he had nothing definite to go on. I 
knew that soon we would have a showdown 
but I wasn’t woman enough to tell him 
about my secret ambition. 

I had been working at Midwestern only a 
week when Marie came over to my desk 
one evening and said: 

“Gerry, Mr. Wilson wants to see you in 
his office.” I thought I detected a note of 
resentment in her voice but I forgot it as I 
applied fresh make-up to my face. As I 
approached the inner office, the door 
opened and there I stood in the great man’s 
sanctum. 

“You wished to see me, Mr. Wilson?” 
He stood behind a huge horseshoe shaped 
desk that was littered with papers. 

“Oh yes, Miss Graham. Sit down, I'll 
be with you in a moment.” He picked up 
some papers from the desk and carried 
them over to the filing cabinet in the corner 
and then returned to his seat behind the 
desk. 

“Miss Graham. I’m confronted with a 
problem that I hope you will be able to 
help me with.” As he said this, his eyes 
slid down to my legs, rested for a moment. 
He continued: 

“T need someone to take notes at a meet- 
ing this evening. I’ve been looking over 
your personnel folder and I see that you 
take shorthand. Would you like the job?” 
I paused a moment as if making up my 
mind before answering. 

“Oh yes, Mr. Wilson, I'll do my best.” 

“That’s fine, I know you'll do a good 
job.” 

This last remark brought a dash of color 
to my cheeks. Before I could answer, he 
was speaking again. 

“The rest of the board will be here in 
about half an hour, I think that will give 
you time to get a drink of water before we 
start.” He smiled, “These things get pretty 
dull after an hour or so.” 

I hurried back to my desk to finish up 
my work, highly elated. This was the 
chance I had been waiting for! I knew 
I would be more than satisfactory. I would 
make myself a necessary part of Randolph 
Wilson’s business life and from there it was 
only one step to his private life. 

When I returned to the office and meet- 
ing-room a half an hour later, the rest of 
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the board was already seated but rose as 
one as I came into the room. I knew that 
each of them were still looking at me with 
appreciative eyes as I took my seat at Mr. 
Wilson’s right and crossed my legs. The 
meeting went on for hours. It was mostly 
concerned with the company’s policies for 
the next year. Randolph Wilson dominated 
things from start to finish. I was impressed 
with his shrewd business knowledge. Time 
and again, he clashed with different mem- 
bers of the board but usually he had his 
way in the end. Most of his wishes were 
acted on in a favorable manner. Finally, 
the meeting broke up and as the rest of 
the men filed out. Mr. Wilson turned to 
me and said: 

“Well, now you know all about the inner 
workings of an insurance company.” 

“Tt’s all very interesting and new to me. 
I’ve certainly learned a lot,” I declared. 

“T’m glad you said that, Miss Graham,” 
Mr. Wilson observed. “It shows interest in 
your work. I’m sure we will get along 
fine.” 

When I came out of the office. the rest of 
the staff was gone for the day. I purposely 
fooled around for a few minutes, hoping 
that Mr. Wilson would offer me a lift in his 
new sleek Cadillac which was parked in 
the rear. After I had done everything I 
could find to do, I decided that Mr. Wilson 
would probably be working in his office 
for two or three more hours. Anyway, now 
that the ice had been broken, there was no 
need for rushing. There would probably 
be many other times. My heart was sing- 
ing with joy as I stepped out into the cool- 
ness of the evening. 


AS I LEFT the building, I was unpre- 
+“ pared for the shock of seeing Bill’s old 
jalopy parked in front of the office but 
there he was and it was obvious he had 
been there for some time. On seeing me, 
he smiled and called out his usual cheery 
greeting. 

“Hi Slave, how about a ride in my limou- 
sine?” For a moment I was plain Gerry 
Graham going for a spin with her number 
one beau. We had had many glorious rides 
in Bill’s car, but all of that was behind me 
now. I had set my heart on gettmg myself 
a husband with money and social position. 
I hurried over to the car and in a few 
moments we were weaving in and out of the 
evening traffic. We were both silent as Bill 
maneuvered the small car toward a quiet 
side street, heading in the general direction 
of my home. Bill was the first to break the 
brooding silence. 

“Gerry, what’s happened to us lately?” 
I was somewhat caught off guard by his 
direct question. I tried to smile when I 
finally answered. 

“Why, what do you mean Bill?” I knew 
my attempt at lightheartedness had failed. 
Bill went on as if I hadn’t spoken. 

“Ever since you started on this job you’ve 
been rather aloof and evasive. It doesn’t 
take a blind man to see that something is 
wrong.” He turned his head so he could 
see my face. I pretended to look at some- 


thing that was passing by before I tried tp 
phrase an answer. The showdown had 
finally come and I had to tell Bill the de. 
cision I had reached in the past week. |; 
wasn’t that I didn’t love him, it was jug 
that I was in a hurry to get a lot of things 
he was in no position to give me at the 
present and I didn’t intend to throw away , 
chance like this. Bill’s next question was 
in a low, quiet voice. 

“Is there another man, Gerry?” I nodded 
dumbly and for some reason, tears sud. 
denly blurred my vision. I was throwing 
away all of the plans that had been made 
a long time ago. I tried to say something 
to ease the hurt I must have caused, byt 
what was there to say? Bill certainly de. 
served something better than this. He mus 
have sensed my feelings, for he suddenly 
reached over and took one of my hands ip 
his and gave it a slight squeeze. 

“You don’t have to tell me about it honey, 
I want you to be happy. Just remember, 
T'll always love you.” 

He turned his attention to parking the 
car in a small space in front of my house 
while I dabbed at my eyes with my hand. 
kerchief. I didn’t want my Mother to ask 
me a lot of questions. I reached for the 
door handle and was out before Bill could 
make a move to stop me. I heard his voice 
behind me as I hurried up the walk to my 
door. 













































































“Gerry, wait! I want to talk to you.” | \ 
had to get away from him, away from hi 
hurt, pleading voice. If I had stayed inf 
the car another minute, I would hav I 
broken down and asked him to forgive m fe 
and my plans would have gone up in smoke, a 

Alone in my room, my mind wrestled fr 
with my heart and won out. I had seta he 
goal for myself and I was determined to 
see it through. Sure, I was throwing over ti 
all the plans I had made with Bill and! lik 
knew it was wrong but this was the life! Cr 
wanted and I was sure I could make i 
work. z 

I spent a restless night. Bill constant) nt 
appeared in my dreams only to be pushed 
aside by the smiling face of Randolph i 
Wilson. The dream was so real that! 
awoke with a start the next morning whe Dit 
the alarm went off. Bill didn’t come ow § . 
that week-end and when he called m ‘“ 
mother told him I had a headache. | spet! tain 
the weekend in the house. Monday mort « 
ing found me dry-eyed and tired. my: 

That morning at work, Mr. Wils! His 
paused at my desk and asked me to comy | 
into his office. When I entered he sai: Pro! 

“Miss Graham, the notes you took at § j,i), 
company meetings were excellent.” side 

Before I could frame an answer he wel ay 
on: Tha 

“For a long time now, I’ve needed @ PF gest, 
vate secretary and I wondered if you wo “ 
like the position. Of course it will m@™ 4 4, 
an increase in pay.” I could hardly ®§ 4) | 
tain myself! Th 

“Why, Mr. Wilson, I think that’s W% to g 






derful,” I replied trying to register 4 
of complete surprise. I knew my 
position had been gained more becau 



































































tried to was an attractive woman than due to abili- 
th had ty. It was another step toward becoming 

t " ‘ the future Mrs. Wilson. I hastened to add: 
veek, It 


a “J promise you won’t regret it Mr. Wil- 
ae son. I'll work hard to make good.” 

ot thing “Good, now that that’s all straightened 
: be tt out, you can move into the small office ad- 
tion al joining this one.” 

: All thoughts of Bill were erased from 
my mind as I gathered my few belongings 
and moved into the office adjoining Mr. 
Wilson’s. Within a few moments I had 
moved into my new office and was busy 
typing some correspondence when Mr. Wil- 
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son came in. 

“Here are a few more letters. I would 
like you to type, Miss Graham.” There 
was a new note of familiarity in his manner 
as he sat on the side of my desk. 

“Have you had time to look over your 
new job?” he asked. 

“I like it very much. Working so close 
with you should prove quite interesting, 
Mr. Wilson.” I knew it would only be a 
matter of time before I would have Ran- 
dolph Wilson eating out of my hands. 

I could have finished my notes by quit- 
ting time but I purposely slowed down until 
everyone had gone except the boss and 
myself. I feigned surprise when he came 
out of his office. 

“I thought you had gone Mr. Wilson, I 
was trying to finish these notes before I 
left.” 

I applied a touch of lipstick and then 
walked slowly over to the rack for my coat. 
I made a special point of displaying my 
femininity to its best advantage. I could 
almost feel his eyes caressing my body 
from head to toe as I turned to put on my 
hat. 

“How about celebrating your new promo- 
tion?” Mr. Wilson asked suddenly. “I'd 
like to take you to dinner this evening, Miss 
Graham? Will you accept?” I smiled to 
myself. I knew the invitation had little to 
do with efficiency. This was going to be 
easier than I had anticipated! 

“Thanks, I’d love it,” I answered as if 
overwhelmed. 
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Randolph 


al that | We dined at a very exclusive restaurant. 
ng wes Dinner was delightful and Randolph Wil- 
ome “son exciting, suave, and flattering. 
alled my “My dear, talking to you is highly enter- 

I spes taining,” he complimented me. 
lay mor “I can’t remember when I’ve enjoyed 

Wika myself so much, Randolph,” I answered. 

His first name slid from my lips as if it 

2 to o were the most natural thing in the world. 
he sai Probably the deceptively sparkling cock- 
ok atU@ tails we drank caused that. In his car out- 
t. side of my home, Randolph turned to me. 
r he wet “We must do this more often my dear. 
a vel if there is no one else,” he sug- 
rou woul : “There is no one else,” I said h dl 

; e else,” I said hurriedly. 
will mB A dull ache throbbed in my heart, but after 
irdly B® all I was getting what I wanted. 

3 That night, in my room, I was too happy 
at's WHE to sleep. This was the beginning. The 
ter 41 Magic finale would come when I marched 


my down the aisle as Mrs. Randolph Wilson. 
I began planning tlie things I would do. I 


pictured my name in the society columns. 
Mrs. Randolph Wilson at the Opera, at the 
horse shows, in Europe, Mrs. Randolph 
Wilson, the former Geraldine Graham. 

Bill was completely forgotten as I spent 
more time learning to be the perfect secre- 
tary. I looked forward to every day with 
happy anticipation. All of my money was 
spent on new clothing. A visit to the beauty 
parlor had given me a new hair style that 
was very becoming. There was nothing 
about me remotely resembling the young 
girl who had started work at Midwestern 
only a few weeks ago. My every move was 
designed to ensnare Randolph Wilson in a 
marital mesh. Marie, in sharp contrast to 
our early friendship, was strangely aloof. 
She went about her work, speaking to me 
only when necessary. A few times I tried 
to pick up where we had left off but it was 
no use. I thought Marie was just plain 
jealous. There was no one else in the office 
I particularly wanted to be friendly with, 
so each day was quiet as far as office social- 
izing was concerned. If only I had con- 
fided in someone. 


NE EVENING, a few days later, I was 

mildly surprised to find Bill perched 
on my front steps. His usual smiling face 
was dead serious. 

“Gerry, I just had to see you. I’m prac- 
tically out of my mind worrying about you! 
My school work has fallen off and I’m al- 
most about to go nuts—not knowing. . . .” 
For a moment I almost lost my composure 
to think that I meant so much to Bill. 

“What is there to talk about Bill?” 

“T was thinking that, maybe if I quit 
school for a while we could get married 
right now like we’ve always planned. You 
belong in a home with a man to take care 
of you, not working like this every day.” 

I couldn’t look at his pleading face any 
longer. I looked away as I tried to think 
of the right thing to say to make Bill un- 
derstand that we were through. 

“Perhaps I can answer this way, Bill. 
I don’t mind working this way if it will 
lead to a man who is ready and able to give 
me all of the things I want. The ideas we 
had were alright in school but we were 
foolish to think they might actually work. 
Do you understand what I’m trying to say 
Bill?” 

“The only thing I understand is that I 
love you Gerry and I thought you felt the 
same way about me.” 

“Bill, it’s all I can do to keep from lov- 
ing you, but I can’t marry you. I’ve gota 
chance to marry a man that has everything 
to offer and I would be a fool to pass the 
chance up. If you really love me, you'll 
leave me alone! Seeing each other won’t 
do either of us any good, so why don’t you 
just forget me?” I blurted out, every word 
driving me closer to tears. 

Bill stood stock still for a moment. I 
thought he was going to hit me. Inwardly 
I was wishing he would, it might make me 
feel less like a heel. His lip worked for a 
few moments and then he said: 

“Okay Gerry, if that’s the way you want 
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it, that’s the way it will be. I see it’s no 
use telling you that you’re making a big 
mistake. I only hope you realize it before 
it’s too late. But I'll be around if you need 
me.” 

He walked away. taking a part of my 
heart with him! I knew that he was the 
only man I would ever love, but my resolve 
was stiffened by the thought of the power 
and glamor money could give. 

The next evening Randolph and I had 
dinner together again. As before it was de- 
lightfully charming and I was on top of the 
world. After dinner, over a drink, Ran- 
dolph was in a very mellow mood. Several 
times I had caught his eyes straying to the 
new, low cut dress I had bought just for the 
occasion. 

“My dear, you’ve been working very hard 
at the office and as your boss, I’m ordering 
you to take tomorrow afternoon off and go 
to the races with me. I think you'll enjoy 
it. One of my nags is entered in the third 
race,” he told me. I took a long sip before 
answering, 

“Anything you say, boss.” I answered 
lightly. “Horse racing is so exciting.” I 
had never been to a race in my life but I 
saw no reason to mention it. now. 

In the weeks that followed, Randolph 
Wilson and I were together almost con- 
stantly. He was always the perfect host 
and knew just the right things to say to a 
girl. Long ago I had forgotten the differ- 
ence in our ages. I waited patiently for the 
time Randolph would give way to his emo- 
tion and declare his love for me. 

One night Randolph and I attended a 
party at the home of one of his friends. I 
had a very enjoyable evening, with Ran- 
dolph displaying just enough attention to 
me to let the rest of the fellows know that 
I was his girl. Later, the host invited every- 
me fer a cruise on his yacht but Randolph 
declined, pleading that it was too much 
trouble. With a knowing smile the host 
left us at the house while the rest of the 
guests piled in the cars. Randolph and I 
were alone in the empty house. I knew it 
was all a ruse but I felt that I could handle 
Randolph. We had a few more drinks be- 
fore I commented on the lateness of the 
hour and suggested that we leave for home. 
But Randolph only laughed, poured an- 
other drink and came over to where I was 
standing near the fireplace. He stood close 
to me looking deep into my eyes. I knew 
the effect the warmth, the alcohol, and my 
nearness must have had on him for I could 
see it in his eyes. There was also some- 
thing I had never seen before. I smiled 
easily, placed a cigarette between my lips 
and watched as Randolph fumbled for a 
match. I had allowed myself to be led into 
this position and now I wondered about the 
outcome. I turned to flick the ashes in a 
tray and in an instant Randolph had locked 
his arms around my waist. He pulled me 
close and said in a low voice, 

“Gerry, I’m crazy about you. You’re so 
young, so lovely, so desirable. I’ve been 
wanting to hold you like this ever since the 
first time I saw you.” This was what I had 
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been waiting for. This should have been 
my hour of triumph, the move I had been 
playing for all of these weeks. But the 
thrill I expected was missing. I knew at 
that moment more than ever that I was in 
love with Bill. Randolph’s lips ground into 
mine, insistent, brutal, and cruelly posses- 
sive. There was none of the sweet boyish 
ecstasy that had always been a part of 
Bill’s embrace. This was the kiss of a man, 
a man who had kissed many women, a man 
who knew what he wanted and how to get 
it! The fierceness of his embrace fright- 
ened me but I surrendered myself to him 
while my heart cried for someone else. The 
victory I had striven so hard for was within 
my grasp. When I could stand it no longer 
I forced my way out of Randolph’s drunken 
embrace and waited for his next words. 

“Baby, listen to me, I'll give you every- 
thing you want. I'll get you an apartment 
and no one need ever know about us,” 
Randolph said. 

Slowly it dawned on me what he was sug- 
gesting; not marriage but a clandestine re- 
lationship with me as his mistress. I leaned 
against the mantle for support before my 
voice would come to me. He must have 
sensed that he had said the wrong thing. 

“Oh come now my dear, just what did 
you expect? You wanted me to make a 
play for you didn’t you?” 

My voice was so low he had to lean 
forward to hear it. 

“T guess I was silly enough to think you 
would want to marry me,” I said. 

He threw his head back and laughed. 

“You certainly were silly to think that. 
What could a kid like you do for me? I 
was doing you a favor taking you out!” 

I couldn’t stand any more, his words had 
bitten into me like a lash. I tried to brush 
past him to get out of the room. My lips 
felt dirty and grimy where Randolph had 
kissed me. 

As I pushed past him he made a lunge 
for me. 

“Why you dirty little tart, do you think 
you're going to get out of here just like 
that?” There was no mistaking his mean- 
ing! His hand sought my dress at the 
shoulder. I felt the flimsy material rip. 
His other hand was around my waist pull- 
ing me to him. I fought back silently and 
savagely while I looked around for some- 


thing to hit him with. Then I saw the 


candle stick on the mantle. I clutched jt 
by the neck and brought it down with all] 
my strength on the bent head in front of 
me. It crashed with a sickening noise and 
his hands slid slowly away while his legs 
folded awkwardly under his body. I stood 
there for a full moment before my legs 
would move, then I dropped the candlestick 
and covered my mouth with my hand to 
hold back a scream. The only thing I could 
think of was to call Bill. He would know 
what to do. I circled the silent body on the 
floor and walked over to the phone. Lucki. 
ly Bill was in. I didn’t have to explain 
except to say I was in trouble. Dear Bill! 
As I replaced the receiver on the hook, a 
wave of nausea passed over me and I felt 
my knees buckle. Then everything went 
black. 

The first face I saw when I regained con- 
sciousness was Bill’s. He tried to smile 
when he saw my eyes open. 

“Thank heavens you're alright darling. 
Everything is going to be alright.” I tried 
to draw his head down to mine, to beg his 
forgiveness but I was too weak. I closed 
my eyes and felt the warmth of his lips on 
mine and my heart throbbed for joy. Every. 
thing was going to be alright now! 

There was a knock on the door and then 
the burly cop pushed his way into the room 
and knelt beside the body. After a minute, 
he said, 

“What did you hit him with lady? He's 
out like a light. I think he’ll be alright 
though in a couple of days.” In the mean- 
time you'll have to come down to the station 
and answer a few questions.” 

My heart surged as I heard that Ran- 
dolph Wilson was still alive. There was 
still hope for a second chance. During the 
trip to the police station, Bill comforting 
and reassuring me all the way... . 

Bill’s jalopy wheezed to a stop in front 
of my house. He turned to me as I awak- 
ened from my horrible mental journey into 
the past. 

“How do you feel now, darling?” he 
asked tenderly. 

“T feel just wonderful, Bill,” I said sin- 
cerely. “Because I have you.” 

I was sincere too. For having Bill means 
more to me than all the money, social glam- 
or and power in the world. 





Teen Talk 
(Continued from Page 8) 


fare home. You may be as lucky as all get 
out and as strong as Joe Louis, but some- 
thing may go wrong at home and you will 
want to be able to get back in a hurry with- 
out having to make a quick touch from 
boss you are trying to impress or a newly- 
made pal. 

Should you, despite my advice, find your- 
self in a strange city without work or a 
place to stay, don’t depend on chance ac- 
quaintances to guide you. That is what 
agencies are for. Your Urban League will 
help you to find a job and the YW’s and 
YM’s are always standing by to help with 


the rooming problem. If you are complete: 
ly bewildered and can’t even find these 
agencies, go to the Traveler’s Aid at the 
depot or bus station and they will gladly 
direct you. 

Establish a good work record by sticking 
to your job and improving yourself mental 
ly. Keep your appearances up by dressing 
neatly and developing tidy habits. Don't 
live beyond your income. No matter how 
little you make, save some. And for good: 
ness sakes, keep in touch with home. Write. 

Leaving home should be a big event it 
your life, an important step toward m* 
turity. Make it a happy, exciting time 
with no regrets. Leave your folks sorry @ 
see you go because they will miss you 





ee > @ eh. ees 6h eee 


an | 


an 
sort 
add 
—w 
me? 


God 
Mrs. 


trite 
part 
and 


be sg 





warn 
since 
dreay 
peop 
be ey 








vy the 
ied it 
th all 
mt of 
e and 
: legs 
stood 
~ legs 
estick 
nd to 
could 
know 
on the 
Lucki- 
«plain 
Bill! 
0k, a 
I felt 


went 


d con- 
smile 


irling, 
[ tried 
eg his 
closed 
ips on 
Every- 


d then 
> room 
1inute, 


He’s 
ilright 
mean- 
station 


+ Ran- 
“e was 
ng the 
forting 


1 front 
awak- 
ey into 


sd he 
id sin- 


means 
| glam- 


—— 


nplete- 

these 
at the 
gladly 


icking 
nental- 
ressing 
Don't 
or how 
4 good: 
W rite. 
vent in 
-d ma 
y time 
orry t0 
s you. 








| Wanted 
My Daughter 
To Pass 


(Continued from Page 19) 


I’ve done without, 
i's not fam... 


life right for Kathie. 
sacrificed and now, this. 
not fair.” 

If only tears had come, they might have 
helped, but there were no tears in me. I 
tried to pray, but all I could get out was 
words, puny things, that seemed to lift no 
higher than the room itself. Yes, even God, 
Himself, had left me. 

For two more nights, I lay through des- 
perate hours, waiting, listening for the 
sound of my girl’s voice as Vic brought her 
home. I got up and met her. smelled the 
fumes of liquor as she babbled foolishly 
about Vic. I helped her undress. and 
tucked her into bed. I wished desperately 
that I might die, and take Kathie with me. 
I'd been so proud when Vic Radford no- 
tied Kathie. I’d dreamed great dreams 
for her. But I couldn’t let her pay too 
great a price. I couldn't. 

Then, on that fourth night, I made my 
decision. I’d wait up for them, tell Vic 
Radford he had to stay away from my 
girl, I’d save Kathie, no matter what it 
meant, 

I was on the porch when they drove up, 
late. Feeling weak, alone and pitifully 
incapable, I’d huddled there in a chair 
on the porch waiting. I saw Vic help Kathie 
out of the car. Then he grabbed her close 
to him, kissed her so long that I shivered; 
my heart was sick as she clung to him. 
When they came up on the porch, I stood 
up, trembling. My little girl—oh, my little 
girl, I thought frantically. 

“Kathie,” I called, hoarsely. 

“Oh, Mom!” she whispered, shrinking 
back a little in embarrassment. 

I spoke swiftly. “I hate to be cross, but 
this can’t go on, Vic. These late hours, the 
smoking and drinking. Kathie is too young. 
Surely, you realize that?” 

For an instant, I saw storm in his hand- 
some face, then it was gone, and he flashed 
anengaging smile. “You're right, and I’m 
sorry, Mrs. Jumper,” he apologized. then 
added almost humbly, “she’s so sweet, that 
—well, I get carried away. You'll forgive 
me?” He sounded as if he meant it, and, 
God forgive me. I wanted to believe him. 

Ihesitated. “Give me one more chance, 
Mrs. Jumper!” Vic sounded really con- 
trite. “The folks are throwing a week-end 
party at our canyon cabin tomorrow night. 
and I'd like to take Kathie. I promise she’ll 
he safe.” 

You can’t trust him! an inner voice 
warned. /t’s all a pose! Yet he seemed so 
sincere and it was all exactly what I'd 
dreamed for Kathie. To be accepted by 
people like the Radfords. To belong, may- 

even eventually to marry Vic. .. . 





“Your mother wants Kathie to come?” 
I held my voice steady. 

“Oh, yes. I’ve told them about her, you 
see. Kathie won’t get the invitation till 
tomorrow, and that’s my fault. Mother and 
Sis got the idea just before they left for 
Santa Barbara yesterday, and wrote the 
notes, very informal, you know. and left 
them for me to post. Well, I forgot them 
till this evening. Kathie’ll get hers in the 
morning mail. Please, Mrs. Jumper?” 

“All right,” I nodded, “if the invitation 
comes, I’]l let her go.” 

“Thank you,” he said. “I'll call for 
Kathie about five and thanks for under- 
standing. Good night!” Then he was gone. 

My anger, even my worry, melted as I 
went inside with Kathie. The boy was 
headstrong, I told myself, and his crowd 
a bit wild, but all young people were like 
that nowadays. Even that passionate em- 
brace I’d seen—maybe I'd imagined a lot. 
At least, Vic’s parents were accepting her 
as his girl-friend. I’d been foolish to be 
so distracted. 

“Happy. darling?” I asked gently. 

“Sure,” she giggled, “only that sounds 
corny, Mom!” 

I sighed and tried not to shiver as I 
kissed her good night, smelled her liquor- 
fumed breath. It wouldn’t be that way any 
more, I decided. Vic had promised to keep 
her safe. 


PRESSED Kathie’s blue gabardine suit 

next morning, freshened up her char- 
treuse print silk; she could wear that Sun- 
day. I bought cute new pajamas in which 
she looked like a tawny elf. She’d proba- 
bly share a room with Vic’s sister, I 
thought. 

Mrs. Radford’s invitation came in the 
daily mail. It was a friendly note on her 
engraved stationery, addressed to me. “I'll 
be away until Saturday. so no formal ac- 
ceptance is necessary. Just let Vic know. 
We'll bring Kathie home Sunday evening.” 

Kathie’s eyes were fearful. “Mom— 
what if they guess?” 

“They won’t. They'll love you!” I said. 
“They won’t be able to help it.” But there 
was a heaviness in my own heart I couldn’t 
fight down. 

We were having a late lunch when the 
door-chimes sounded. Kathie went to the 
door, gave a glad cry. “Oh, come in,” I 
heard her say. Then, “Mom! It’s Bill! 
Bill Wright!” 

I fairly ran into the living room. “Is 
anything wrong,” I cried out. “Is anything 
wrong with Dan?” I almost choked on the 
name I loved so well, for I was sure only an 
emergency would bring Bill here. 

I gasped, as soon as I had got the words 
out. In defiance of everything I had done, 
oblivious of my presence, Bill was holding 
Kathie tenderly in his arms. His face was 
nestled against hers and her smile held all 
the unleashed wonder of love rediscovered. 
His eyes were hungry on her. “It’s been 
so long, darling,” he was whispering. 

After a few seconds which seemed like 


eternities, Bill turned to me. “No, noth- 
ing’s wrong with Dan,” he assured me. 
“Except he’s working too hard.” Bill re- 
leased Kathie and stood there, tall and 
gangly, smiling at us a bit nervously. 

“The big boss sent me on an errand to 
San Diego, and I had to go through here. 
I wanted to see how you were doing.” 

I was all turmoil, then. Bill had no 
right to come to see us. He knew my plan 
yet he was risking everything— 

As if he guessed my thoughts, he spoke 
again, straight to me. “I’m doing no harm. 
I spoke to the yard-man, below and told 
him I used to work for you.” He said it 
almost scornfully. “So you'll be losing 
nothing you’ve gained.” 

“Bill, I’m sorry—” I felt so mean, so 
cruel, in that moment. 

Kathie said staunchly. “You needn’t 
have done that, Bill. We’re proud to have 
you come. Come on and eat with us. I'll 
bet you’re hungry as always.” She caught 
his hand, pulled him toward the dinette. 

“Yes, come on, Bill,” I said gently. 

Almost I found myself forgetting our 
new way of life through that meal. Kathie 
and Bill talked over old times and laughed 
a lot. Once more Kathie was a carefree 
teen-ager, with no sophistication about her. 
One part of me wanted to hug her, welcome 
her back. Yet the other part was fright- 
ened. What would Bill’s coming do to 
her? and there was the worry: Suppose 
Vic came early? How could we explain 
Bill’s presence? 

I drew a relieved sigh when Bill stood 
up. “I'd better be getting on. After all, 
the best of work-boys doesn’t take too much 
of his former employer’s time!” He 
grinned. 

“Don’t!” Kathie said. “I don’t want you 
to go yet.” 

My voice sounded harsh as I broke in. 
“Tt’s been good to see you, Bill, but Kathie 
does have a date coming up. A week-end 
party in the canyon. Her escort will call 
for her at five, and she must be ready.” 

“T’ll break the date,” Kathie cried. “I 
want to go to the movies with Bill, like we 
used to. I'll phone—” 

“No, Kathie!” I broke in. “Vic’s mother 
is giving the party and you can’t offend 
the Radfords that way, nor humiliate Vic.” 

“No,” she whispered, that feverish light 
coming back to her face. “I can’t make 
Vic mad.” Her soft mouth trembled. 

“Sure not!” Bill said. “T’ll tell your 
dad how swell you look, Kathie. So long.” 
He held out his hand, and I knew he 
wanted to get away, quickly. He’d seen 
that look on Kathie’s face when she men- 
tioned Vic, and he knew. 

Kathie was fighting tears when he left, 
and once he’d rattled away in his old car, 
she burst into sobs. “Oh, why did he 
come today, Mom?” she choked. “It brings 
it all back, how happy we used to be, how 
right life was for us. Oh, Mom ... Mom!” 
and tears spilled down her cheeks. 

I wiped them away. “There, there, dar- 
ling,” I said. “We can’t turn back, ever, 
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Kathie. We just have to go on. And re- 
member, Vic’ll be here in an hour.” It was 
all I knew to say. 

“Yes. Mom,” she breathed, and went to 
get ready for him. 

I helped her, but there was a twisting 
sadness in my heart. All I’d dreamed to 
bring to my beloved Kathie was here, with- 
in her grasp, yet there was no joy in me. 
It was as if I guessed that tragedy lay just 
ahead. 

Vic came before five, and I watched them 
drive away, Kathie looking like a flower 
in her blue suit, with a white scarf tied 
over her tawny curls. “It’s what I want 
for her.” I told myself, yet I felt a queer 
shaking panic as I went back into the 
apartment that was lonely and fear-haunted 
without Kathie. 

A half-hour later the sound of the door- 
chimes ripped the loneliness. I opened the 
door and was startled to see Bill again. My 
first thought was, “The neighbors will won- 
der, if they see him here a second time!” 
Then I glimpsed his face, all tight. 

“Has she gone?” he asked hoarsely. 

“Of course! A half-hour ago,” I said. 
“She won’t be back till tomorrow evening. 
Look. Bill, ’'m not going to let you upset 
life for Kathie, not in any way!” 

Contempt blazed in his young dark eyes. 
“It’s what you wanted, isn’t it? A white 
guy. with money, for Kathie! That’s why 
you took her away from everything she 
cared about. Where they headed for? I’ve 
got to stop them. Look!” He thrust a 
folded newspaper before me, pointed to an 
item on the society page. 

“Radfords fly to former home,” I read. 
and my breath seemed to crackle dryly, 
like paper. in my throat. “Mr. and Mrs. 
Victor Radford and daughter, Lynn, left 
Thursday for a visit to Charleston.” 

“What does it mean?” I whispered. “Oh, 
Bill!” 

“T asked the guy at the newsstand about 
the Radfords. I had to know if they’re 
good enough for Kathie. He told me they’d 
gone and showed me this paper! He told 
me about the drinking sprees young Rad- 
ford throws at that canyon cabin—some- 
times over a week-end, just a few couples.” 

“Kathie’s never been gone all night!” I 
choked. 

Bill blazed. ‘“‘That’s why we’ve got to go 
after her now and bring her back!” 

We left in Bill’s old car. We drove out 
of the city and into the canyon. I didn’t 
talk. because of the terror that clutched 
my throat, and because I knew Bill blamed 
me for it. On and on we went, though the 
growing shadows, for night comes early to 
the high-walled canyon. Bill swung off the 
paved highway to a narrow rutted road that 
led sharply up in sharp curves. On one 
side the mountain rose and fell away to 
awful depths. 

~This can’t be the way,” I ventured. “It’s 
too wild.” 

“This is right. 
briefly. 

“Bill has found out more in an hour that 


I found out,” he returned 
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I did in all this time.” I thought, “and 
Kathie’s happiness was at stake.” Maybe 
I was afraid to inquire, lest I puncture the 
bubble. 

We were rounding a hairpin furn when 
sudden headlights flared out ahead and 
Bill put on the brakes, swung sharply back 
against the upper end of the road, for two 
cars couldn’t pass on this narrow road. He 
leaped to the ground, and I saw another 
figure climb out of the other car, plunge 
to meet him between the gleaming lights. 
It was Vic Radford. 

“Back up, black boy!” I heard Vic tell 
Bill. “Get out of my way. 

I tumbled out. went racing toward the 
yellow convertible. It was empty. “Where’s 
Kathie?” I screamed. 

“She’s gone!” he croaked. 
the door on a curve and tumbled down the 
cliff. 

“Where is she?” Bill reached out for 
him, fiercely. 

“Don’t you touch me,” Vic yelled hys- 
terically, backing away in terror. “She 
strung me along! I thought she knew it 
was only a gag. the folks inviting her for 
a week-end up here, but when she found 
out it was only a party for the gang, she 
said I had to take her back.” He was jab- 
bering it wildly, crazily. “I couldn’t let her 
make a fool of me and I said no. Then she 
flung that at me, what she is. She thought 
it would stop me. I was going to get even 
with her!” 

Bill grabbed him then. 
Talk!” 

“On the next bend. It goes down and 
down to rocks! She’s—she’s dead! She 
won't answer.” He began crying in great 
shaking sobs. 

Bill said hoarsely, “I'll turn my car 
around, and you take it. Go find the rang- 
er.” 

“T’ll do anything,” Vic sobbed, even as 
Bill got in the little jaloppy, swung it 
around, with the outside wheels spinning 
literally on air. I stumbled past the yel- 
low car. on to the bend in the narrow road, 
where Kathie had hurled herself. 

“Kathie,” I screamed. “Kathie,” but 
there was no answer. 

Then Bill was there, tow-rope in hand, 
and dully I recalled that fruit-tramps usual- 
ly carry tow-ropes to help one another. 

“Just pray—hard,” he said, “while I go 
down!” 

“T can’t.” I sobbed. 


“She opened 


“Where is she? 


“God won't hear 
me!” 

Bill fastened one end of the rope to Vic 
Radford’s car; he’d nosed it into the bank 
to brace it. “He'll hear,” Bill said simply, 
and I knew that he was praying as he went 
down, clinging to the rope, his flashlight 
searching as he went, but all I could do 
was stand there, staring down into those 
awful depths where Kathie lay, perhaps 
dead. 

Bill’s voice came from below. “She’s 
here on a ledge. Alive, but unconscious.” 
His flashlight showed her crumpled little 


figure lying there, like a broken doll. “I'll 
stay with her till help comes.” 

I crouched there alone on the road’s 
edge, through ages of time. Had Vic Rad. 
ford gone for help or kept on running away 


to save himself? I realized, all at once, 
how little I actually knew about him. Yet 
I'd been willing to trust my blessed Kathie, 
her life, her happiness with him! 

Vic found help before he went on. The 
ranger and his men came, but. even with 
their experience, it took hours to get Kathie 
up and to the hospital. Vic had routed out 
the family lawyer, and the lawyer had con. 
tacted the Radfords. Kathie got the best 
of care. 

The best didn’t help. For the rest of 
that night, all through Sunday and Sunday 
night, Kathie stayed in that coma, respond- 
ing not at all to anything the specialists 
could do. If she didn’t wake up soon. . ., 

I thought of that now, as I lay on the 
bed. with heartache carrying me deeper 
and deeper into the black depths of de- 
spair. until almost everything was blotted 
out in pain. Everything but the stirring 
of my soul, reached upward. 

“Forgive me, Father!” I whispered, for 
the first time. “Forgive us our trespasses 
as we forgive those who have trespassed 
against us!” I could pray again. Peace 
filled me and I fell asleep. 

Somebody was calling me. “Kate! Kate.” 
I opened my eyes, looked up into Dan’s 
dear face. “Oh, Dan!” I breathed, moved 
by the tenderness in his eyes. Then mem- 
ory came sharply. “Kathie!” I choked out. 

“She'll live and walk again,” he said. 
“T just came from the hospital and she’s 
conscious, dear!” 

“Thank You, 
“Thank You!” 

“Bill called that night.” Dan went on. 
“hut I’d started for Imperial. and it took 
time to locate me. I’m staying on, Kate, 
till we work things out. Ill find a job, 
close by and live just as you want!” but I 
saw the strain in his face. 

“No. Dan!” I snuggled against him. feel- 
ing safe and happy again. “I’ve found out 
that you can’t live a lie. We had security, 
friends. love and all we needed, but I threw 
it away. Why. Kathie could have come 
here and told the truth, and the real folks 
would have accepted her. I made her 
cheat. I brought disaster on all of us. Why 
I can even understand how the Radfords 
feel!” 

“Yes,” Dan returned gravely. “People 
can’t throw off the prejudices they’re born 
with, all in a day. But the: time will come 
when it will be different if we carry on 
honestly.” 

“Perhaps we can help change it,” I said. 
“All of us.” 

Dan’s answer was a kiss, and I knew that 
once Kathie was well, I only wanted to go 
on with Dan and my people in God’s way. 
The dark star of my wicked ambition had 
fallen—forever. In its place, I now follow 
in the light of understanding—and love. 


THE END 


I said huskily. 


God!” 
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were very much lived in. There was always 
intelligent conversation, good music and 
the best food, beautifully prepared, appear- 
ing like magic at the appropriate time. 
Our friends were mainly white but this 
didn’t matter to us; they were our friends. 
We had always lived side by side, gone to 
the same schools, and churches, belonged 
to the same organizations. And the town 
with its small but good shops where we 
were just like any other customers except 
maybe a little better than average, because 
my father’s income permitted us to indulge 
our somewhat expensive tastes. 

My brother had graduated with honors, 
gone on to medical school where his record, 
aided by Dad’s reputation, had gained him 
entrance to the field of surgery with ease 
and a minimum of the difficulties usually 
besetting Negroes who desire to specialize. 
He had, in his practice lived up to, indeed, 
surpassed most of our expectations. I had 
studied art and stayed home after gradua- 
tion, turning down lucrative offers, prefer- 
ring to work for the university, illustrating 
publications. 

Then, one evening, Dad brought home 
one of his graduate students; a young man 
finishing up work on an advanced degree. 
In some ways he was very different from 
our usual guests. He was a Negro and I 
suppose that was why my father had invit- 
ed him, for there weren’t too many Negroes 
in that graduate school. His clothes though 
neat, were not the expensive, custom made 
type Dad and my brother wore. 

And yet, I recall, his voice as he ac- 
knowledged our introduction, stirred me in 
some unfathomable way. It was low and 
quiet, but it gave me a feeling that I can 
not explain. I didn’t say much to him that 
evening. I just listened as he and my par- 
ents chatted. 

After that he was a frequent and wel- 
come visitor in our home. I was surprised 
tosee my father, usually inclined to be a 
litle condescending, treating him as an 
equal, listening with respect to his opin- 
ions, 

“Brad Thomas is going places, Margaret, 
you mark my words. He has a head on 
his shoulders and enough common sense 
to use it practically.” I heard Dad tell my 
mother one day. “Negroes are going into 
weiology fast enough but too many go 
werboard on theory and ideals ... and 
never find out how to use them. Not Brad 
Thomas! When he’s finished he’ll know his 
sciology and how to apply it better to 
Negroes and the whole human race.” Then 
€ saw me listening and gave my hair a 
playful tug. “Now,” and his voice lightened, 





“if Peg, here, had the sense to get a man 
like that, I would rest easily. But no. She’ll 
probably run off in one of these long con- 
vertibles that fill my drive any hour of the 
day or night, and I’ll have to support them 
both. 

I slapped his hand away gaily. “Maybe, 
I will, just for spite. Would you rather I 
took the red Cadillac with the ukulele or 
the lemon Chrysler that reads poetry?” 

That is the way life was at our house, 
gay, interesting and easy. And Brad Thom- 
as became an accepted part of the scene. 
Especially since my brother was gone. For 
over a year I was barely conscious of him. 
Then it changed suddenly. 

One spring evening as I went out the 
door with a sheaf of letters in my hand, I 
saw Brad coming up the walk. As he came 
toward me through the twilight he paused 
to light his pipe. It came over me suddenly 
that he was terrifically handsome. He was 
tall, over six feet, his black hair closely 
clipped, a line of a mustache accentuating 
the bronze of his skin, following the curve 
of very kissable lips. He was wearing a 
tweed jacket, tan sport shirt and tan gab- 
ardine trousers. His shoulders were broad. 
his hips lean, he looked as well conditioned 
as any athlete. Suddenly, I realized, I was 
seeing Brad as I had never looked at any 
man before. The blood rushed to my face. 
I drew in my breath sharply, and struggled 
to regain what I hoped was my usual com- 
posure. 

“Nobody’s home,” I quipped, “nobody 
but me and I have to go to the post office.” 

“T wouldn’t consider my evening wasted 
if you’d let me tag along,” he smiled. 

So we walked along through the Spring 
evening. I tried hard to make polite con- 
versation. But his presence was having a 
disturbing effect on me. Somewhere inside 
me, drums were beating and my reason 
couldn’t drown them out. After we left the 
post office, I stopped trying to talk. 

“Let’s take the long way back, Peg,” he 
suggested. “It’s too nice and too early to 
goin.” So we strolled along slowly through 
the deserted campus, the moon making lacy 
patterns of silver on the walks. My feet 
weren’t on the ground. I was overcome by 
a feeling that I was moving toward some 
predestined goal, foolish, inexplainable 
but right. 

Then Brad began to talk, in a low, 
dreamy, reminiscent tone that I had never 
heard him use before; telling me about 
his childhood; that he’d been a shy, lonely 
boy, growing up with a widowed mother. 
She had remarried while he was in high 
school. Her second husband was a kindly 
man who encouraged and helped Brad 
through college. On the eve of his gradu- 
ation his mother and step-father had been 
tragically killed in an auto accident. He 
had taught for a couple of years and saved 
enough to come back to school and work 
for his doctorate. Now that was finished, 
nearly. 

“No women?” I asked, in spite of myself. 
He turned to me with a surprised look. 

“No, Peg, no women, at least not any- 


thing serious.” He paused a minute as he 
refilled his pipe. “In high school, I was too 
green, I guess, and too busy with books and 
football. In college, there were women 
around but the only one with the combina- 
tion of brains, humor and looks that at- 
tracted me was married to my best friend. 
So that was that.” 

“Some men are just born to be bachelors, 
perhaps?” I offered. His quick reply lifted 
my spirits. 

“Not me. I want to marry. More than 
anything else in the world, I want a wife, a 
home, and children. But it has to be right. 
Too many marriages these days are going 
on the rocks. Just kids, thinking life is one 
long honeymoon. Love . . .” Brad explod- 
ed. “What do they know about love? Love 
is sympathy, understanding, kindness, not 
just a passion that burns itself out in a 
few months.” Then more gently, he contin- 
ued, “Listen to me go on! Don’t mind me, 
Peg. You can probably tell me about it. 
Have you found the real thing yet?” He 
turned and looked down at me. smiling, yet 
with something of almost pleading in his 
eyes. 

“T’m not sure,” I stammered, taken aback 
by his abrupt question, “I...I...I 
hadn’t thought too much about it yet.” 
What could I say? My heart was beating 
like a trip hammer. “You're a fool,” I 
thought angrily, “Take it easy.” But I 
could not say any more. 

Soon, much too soon, we were at my 
door. “Won’t you come in?” I asked, “The 
folks will soon be home.” 

He just stood looking into my eyes for a 
long long minute. “No Peg, not tonight, 
thank you.” And he reached out to touch 
my hand, “But Ill be back, soon.” And he 
turned and walked away swiftly. 

I went slowly up to my room, undressed, 
slipped into my pajamas without turning 
on the light and lay down, but not to sleep. 
His voice still echoed in my ears. As I lay 
recalling all that I could about him, I sud- 
denly remembered him as he had been on 
a beach party with us the year before, tall, 
lithe, bronze clad only in swimming trunks. 
A violent wave of desire swept me from 
head to foot. I turned over and buried my 
face in my hands. Where had I been all 
this time? What had I been thinking of to 
be ignorant of this—or had it been growing 
slowly, insidiously without my conscious 
knowledge? Whatever it was I was going to 
be honest with myself. I wanted Brad and 
wanted him to want me, forever and al- 
ways. 

As I lay in bed exhausted by the frustra- 
tion I felt, I could not help but think, 
“Well, it has finally happened to you. You 
laughed at the other girls in your crowd 
when they admitted that a man had swept 
them off their feet. Sex wasn’t going to 
knock you out like that. Oh, no, yours 
was going to be a marriage based on intel- 
lectual compatibility. Sex was incidental, 
you had always argued. Well, all you can 
do is pray that he feels the same way about 
you and be everlastingly grateful that Brad 
is so right in every other way for you, be- 
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cause he’s the man, the one man you'll 
want for the rest of your life.” 

Finally, long after my parents came in 
and retired, and just as the sky was begin- 
ning to gray in the east, I fell asleep. 


N THE MORNING I awoke at the usual 

time and joined my parents at break- 
fast. As we sat around the table, their 
commonplace attitudes amazed me. What 
was the matter with them? Didn’t they 
know the world was spinning twice as fast 
as usual; that there was music playing; 
that the eggs and coffee and orange juice 
were ambrosia. Couldn’t they see, I was in 
love? Suddenly the phone shattered my 
ecstasy. 

I jumped to my feet, “I'll get it, Pl get 
it. 1 get it.” In my heart I knew it was 
Brad. It had to be. But my parents both 
stared at me as if I had taken leave of my 
senses. As I headed out of the room, 
Mother, with a flash of intuition and a wise 
look in her eyes, put her hand over Dad’s. 
“Tt’s happening, Ted.” 

“But good Lord, Margaret! She doesn’t 
have to knock the table over!” My father 
apparently did not regard the occasion 
with so much respect. 

It was Brad. “Are you busy this after- 
noon, Peg?” 

“Oh no, Brad.” I breathed, mentally can- 
celling a hairdressing appointment and 
shoving two hours of necessary drawing 
up into an already overcrowded morning. 

“Well, look, if we can, that is if you 
want to, could we go for a drive? I think 
we have some things that need saying.” 

“Yes, Brad, I guess we do. What time 
shall I be ready?” 

“A bout two, all right? Then I'll see you.” 

I hung up but I stood by the phone for 
a minute. It sounded as if Brad felt the 
same way as I did. But how like him to be 
so direct about it. How utterly different 
from any man I had ever known. It was 
almost primitive. How right i seemed, and 
sweet, too. 

\s I returned to the table both my par- 
ents were watching me in silence. I didn’t 
know what to say; finally, as I sat down I 
blurted out, with my cheeks like fire, “It 
was Brad, he wants to talk to me.” The 
silence continued and the air was heavy 
with implication. 

Then mother said, “I’m glad, dear, I’ve 


tried not to push but I have hoped this 


would happen.” 

Dad looked at me for a long time, and, 
then, rose and came over to me to put one 
hand lightly on my shoulder. “If it’s right 
with you, Peg, I’m for it. But be careful, 
don’t play with Brad. He loves you too 
much and he’s not a man to be trifled with. 
Just be sure, that’s all I ask, because I love 
both of you. He’s been like a son to me this 
past year.” 

Quickly, I put my hand over Dad’s. My 
eyes filled with tears, “I won’t, Dad, I 
promise!” 

The day flew by. I finished my work and 
got home in time to dress and be just ready 
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when Brad rang the door bell at two. He 
smiled, took the hand I held out in greeting 
and did not release it until he had opened 
the car door for me. Then he went around, 
slipped in under the wheel and we backed 
slowly out of the drive. I had a feeling that 
this would be an afternoon that I would 
long remember. 

“Where are we 
brightly. 

“Back into the hills, I guess.” he replied, 
not taking his eyes from the road. “It 
should be lovely there this time of year.” 

We started through the New England 
countryside. Apple orchards were bloom- 
ing and the air was sweet with their fra- 
grance. We drove a long time in silence; 
but that was not odd. One thing I had 
learned about Brad in our previously casual 
acquaintance was that he was not one for 
small talk. Speech was for the person who 
had something to say. He looked over to me 
though once and smiling. used his free arm 
to pull me close. I realized with somewhat 
of a shock that that was the first time he 
had ever touched me. more than casually, 
I was afraid to speak or move. like the 
princess in a fairy tale, for fear of breaking 
the magic spell. Everything was so lovely 
and I realized as we rode along how the 
right man could make everything so utterly 
different. 

Suddenly he pulled off into a lane lead- 
ing into a deserted farm and shut off the 
ignition with a slow deliberate movement. 
We sat silently in the warm spring sunshine 
for a long minute. 

“Brad ...” I murmured, and paused. 
All the love, the emotional turmoil within 
welled up, I couldn’t say anymore but I 
put my hand on his sleeve. 

He turned then, swiftly and his arms 
caught me close: “Peg. Peg. I've loved you 
so long.” His mouth was on mine, gently 
at first... then harder . . . demanding. 
And his arms tightened, pressing me so 
close it was almost pain. But I returned 
his kisses as passionately as he gave them. 

He sat up suddenly, releasing me abrupt- 
ly. “Come. Peg.” he said. He opened the 
door and we climbed out. We went over an 
old stile and followed an almost obliterated 
path to an ancient apple orchard. We sat 
on a sunny slope, under a gnarled apple 
tree covered with blossoms. 

Again he took me in his arms, this time 
tenderly, and he held me and paused from 
time to time to kiss my hair, my forehead, 
my ears and the hollow of my throat, he 
told how he had loved me ever since the 
first night that Dad had brought him home. 

“But Peg, I saw all those fellows hang- 
ing around, every one able to offer you 
more than I ever could.” 

“Brad, you needn’t have worried, there’s 
never been anyone that I felt this way about 
before.” I looked earnestly up into his eyes. 
Then, gently as one moves a sleeping child, 
he drew me to him. His hand passed tender- 
ly over the curve of my cheek, twisted the 
tendrils of the hair along my neck line. 

I closed my eyes. The fragrance of the 
air, the warmth of the sunshine, the knowl- 


going?” I inquired 


edge that Brad was so close, caressing me, 
it was too much suddenly. The vague want. 
ing in me sharpened, “Brad, Brad darling, 
No one but you can give me what I want,” 
I whispered. His lips met mine again, tenta. 
tively, suggestively. He found the answer 
to his question in the eagerness of my arms, | 
And then, he was not gentle any more. 

The shadows were lengthening as we 
walked slowly back to the car. “Peg. when 
can we be married? I don’t want to rush 
you, but the waiting game isn’t my way.” 

I smiled as I thought of the last couple 
of days, “No, I can see that it isn’t.” But | 
paused as womanlike, I began to realize all 
that had to be done. “What about June, 
after graduation?” 

“Tt will have to be, I guess.” Then he 
paused and confessed, “I hope you'll for 
give me, but I’ve already talked to your 
Dad. He’s known how I felt for quite a 
while. I had to talk to some one, and he’s 
been the best friend I’ve had around.” 

“Yes, he thinks a lot of you. I guess 
there’s no one he’d rather have me marry, 
And Mother’s been on your side, too,” | 
laughed as I got into the car. “It looks as 
if this has been a conspiracy all around.” 
I leaned toward him for one more kiss be. 
fore he started the motor. I whispered, “I 
wish some one had told me sooner; I think 
I’ve been missing an awful lot.” 

He pulled me close and the one last kiss 
became a dozen. Then he straightened 
sternly. “You know we'll never get home 
at this rate. You get over on that side of 
the car and stay there.” I slid over quickly 
in mock terror as he started the motor. 
Then I came back and cuddled close to 
him as we drove home through the twi- 
light. 


HINGS WENT as we had planned. One 

lovely June day Brad stood up to receive 
his doctorate “with highest honors” while 
I sat in the section reserved for families 
and nearly burst with pride. There were 
over a thousand other people getting de. 
grees of various kinds and a world famous 
speaker but all I remember clearly is Brad 
standing so tall, straight and handsome as 
they placed the hood over his head. 

The next day. I walked slowly down the 
aisle of our family church, dressed in a 
fairy-tale gown of misty floating tulle. Dad 
walked beside me. I remember as in 3 
dream the scent of the roses and the mit- 
ister’s voice as he slowly read the words 
and we repeated them. Then Brad took me 
in his arms so gently, so carefully, as if! 
were something very precious and fragile. 
Under the awe, the almost reverence of his 
lips. I could feel the same warm, vibrating 
passion, carefully checked and controlled 
but still there. Then, suddenly it was over 
and we were leaving under a shower of rice. 

One of Dad’s friends had loaned us, for 
our honeymoon, his secluded camp i 
northern Maine. It was all a honeymoo 
could have been. The days were full o 
sunlight and laughter. The mists were ful 





of moonlight and love. Until Brad, my & 
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perience with men had not extended much 
beyond the goodnight kiss; not from lack of 
opportunity or ignorance, but I was one of 
those women who has to meet the right 
man before there was any spark. But there 
were sparks now. Through the long cool 
Maine nights we found our love to be a rich 
and satisfying thing. 

When we got back home, we had a small 
apartment for the summer, Brad. found a 
letter offering him a position teaching 
sociology in a small southern Negro col- 
lege. He was so obviously thrilled and de- 
lighted that he did not notice that my en- 
thusiasm did not run as high as his. I had 
qualms about going South. Nothing in my 
life had made me particularly conscious 
of my race. Not that I was ashamed of be- 
ing a Negro, far from it. And I had always 
gone with Mother and Dad and worked 
with the Urban League and the NAACP. 
But I had never had to face any practical 
situation. And I could not imagine how I 
could live in the South. For I am a proud 
person. Humbleness would not come easily. 
However I kept all this to myself because 
Brad was so elated with his offer. It in- 
cluded an apartment on the campus. The 
salary was more than adequate for one 
just starting out as Brad was, but, natural- 
ly, I thought him worth twice that. 

Mother and Dad were pleased with the 
position and they never seemed to consider 
anything but that I was. too, or that I 
might not want to go. One night after Brad 
came back from a trip down to sign his 
contract and look over the situation, I 
heard Dad say to him: 

“How about it Brad, I’ve heard that 
town doesn’t have too savory a reputation? 
That they don’t appreciate having a Negro 
college in their midst.” 

“No sir,” I heard Brad reply. “The town 
is pretty much poor-white. I think they re- 
sent the superior advantages offered out 
at the school. They don’t seem to realize or 
care that a bit more lenient attitude would 
profit them pretty much financially in bet- 
ter business from faculty and students. The 
people at the school seem to stay pretty 
close to home. They go over to another 
town to shop. I don’t know how this will 
seem to Peg, after all this . . .” and he 
paused. 

There was a long silence. Then Dad said, 
“That is the kind of thing parents want to 
save their children from ever having to 
experience. I can only hope she hasn’t been 
over-protected. To my knowledge Peg has 
never had an incident that would cause 
her any distress because she was a Negro. 
But she’s not a child. Other girls and wom- 
en as sensitive as she live every moment of 
their lives in such an atmosphere. Can I ask 
that she be spared? No, that’s life, son, and 
she’ll learn to live it.” Dad’s voice trembled 
alittle and he paused. 

I crept away ashamed to the bottom of 
my soul that I had thought to complain of 
what was in store. After all, I wasn’t going 
to be alone. I had Brad. Wasn’t his love 


what made heaven for me anyway? 


Couldn’t he love me as much and as well, 
whether we were in Massachusetts or 
Georgia. My protests beat a hasty retreat to 
some dark corner of my mind. 

We packed our boxes of wedding pres- 
ents, a few good pieces of furniture, and 
shipped them. The last week in August we 
started South by train, for Brad had sold 
the car to pay our expenses until he got his 
first check. I had never traveled much on 
the train. And it was wonderful, until 
Washington. Then we had to get into a 
“Jim Crow” car for the rest of the trip. 
It was hot, sticky and filthy. The car was 
crowded with service men, women with 
crying babies and, worst of all, the remains 
of a gay party that had obviously started 
the night before and was bound to continue 
to the bitter end. The first few hours I was 
much interested in this cross-section of a 
people that I had never seen much of, in 
spite of the fact that I was one of them. 
Just as I began to weary of it, Brad stirred 
himself from the thick book in which he 
had been immersed most of the trip and 
suggested we try to find the diner and get 
us something to eat, “because you know, 
Honey. there aren’t nearly as many seats 
behind that curtain as there are people to 
fill them.” 

As we went through to the diner and 
back, I was infuriated by the several half 
empty luxurious air-conditioned coaches. 
As we took our seats in the crowded dirty 
car where we “belonged” I laid my head on 
Brad’s shoulder and tried to rest. But I was 
beginning to see why so many people could 
not approach Jim Crow without emotion. 

We finally reached our destination and 
were met at the nearly-deserted station by 
a tall spare dark man whom Brad intro- 
duced as Dr. Willoughby, his department 
head. At his home there was hot food, and 
a wonderful bed awaiting us and we ac- 
cepted both with gratitude. We stayed on 
at the Willoughby’s until our apartment 
was ready. Then, as Brad started his work, 
I settled down with much enthusiasm and 
a limited budget to make our four rooms 
looks as attractive as possible. 

The heat and the shopping were my most 
persistent foes. I couldn’t do much about 
the heat; but right away I made up my 
mind that I wasn’t going to take a bus twen- 
ty miles every time I needed a spool of 
thread as most of the faculty wives did. I 
went down to the local stores and waited. 
Outwardly my patience was unlimited. I 
was polite and meek as I could be, but I 
stayed until I got what I wanted. I was 
very sweet, never obviously demanding but 
persistent. It worked and I earned the 
grudging admiration of the wives of Brad’s 
associates. What meant the most to me was 
that Brad was proud of me. 

The first year was exciting. There were 
new friends to make. There were not very 
many young couples on the faculty. But we 
were entertained a great deal because the 
Willoughbys had taken a fancy to us. The 
younger women played bridge, mainly, and 
at first I enjoyed it quite a bit. The second 


year was a little quieter. I began to find my- 
self with more free time on my hands. Our 
apartment did not take too much time to 
keep up. The afternoon bridge games bored 
me. I could not spend the days discussing 
the minutest details of campus life as some 
of the women did. And so I began to be 
restless, dissatisfied. I felt confined, held 
down. I tried to take up sewing and read- 
ing, found myself throwing the material 
down with impatience or losing interest in 
the book in the first chapter. 

Brad’s work kept him busier and busier. 
He was always in demand to sponsor some 
organization. Students were always coming 
to discuss problems. Often the girls had 
problems, too, that they felt no one but Brad 
could help them solve, and it amused me to 
see how flustered and irritated this made 
him. Too, Dr. Willoughby was getting 
ready to retire and was grooming Brad to 
take his place. The few times that he would 
be able to be home, there was reading to 
be done, or phone calls summoned Brad 
various places and I would be alone. 

This loneliness affected other wives on 
the campus, I was aware. And they met it 
in various ways. Some worked hard in the 
local church. Others joined their husbands 
as secretaries or assistants. Some became 
avid bridge fans. And several, although it 
was not at all public knowledge, had affairs 
with students or other faculty members’ 
husbands. For me, the church work was 
out; I was not irreligious, just not inclined. 
I had not the training to assist Brad and he 
had a good secretary. Bridge, I tired of rap- 
idly. As for an affair, I was too deeply in 
love with Brad to consider it although I 
had been approached on the matter by sev- 
eral interested parties. 

With the third year things began to get 
much worse. I was increasingly upset, 
bored and restless. Brad would leave early 
in the morning and return for a hurried 
lunch. Then he would be off again and 
sometimes it would be late in the evening 
before he got back. I resented this. I felt 
alone and deserted, as if life was not worth 
living if it had to be done this way. Dimly I 
thought there must be a reason for all this 
feeling of frustration. Why was it? I began 
to blame Brad in his absence. By the end of 
the year I had come to the point where I 
felt that life without him, if it were filled 
with work and congenial people, would be 
preferable to this. 

And yet each time I had brought myself 
to the point of telling him I wanted to leave, 
he would come home and take me in his 
arms. Then my heart would take over, my 
emotions would overshadow my resolutions 
and I would put it off. 

But one night I made up my mind I was 
going to tell Brad how I felt no matter how 
it hurt either of us. I was determined to go 
back to my home. After all, I argued, I did 
marry him on impulse. It was too much 
heart and not enough head. But I stopped, 
ashamed. No, that wasn’t true. The impulse 
to marry him had not been shallow. It had 
been primitive perhaps, but it sprang from 
sudden recognition of the answer to my 
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most basic needs. mental as well as physi- 
cal. I could not lie. There would never be 
another mate for me like Brad, our fitness 
for each other was not involved. However, I 
began to see what it was. He didn’t seem to 
need me. He didn’t have time to need me. 
Yet something inside made me a dependent 
person. I could not exist to myself. I had to 
feel vital to someone’s welfare. I didn’t 
want just to be there for Brad to come to 
late at night, to be the satisfier of his phys- 
ical desires, to keep his house, to mend his 
socks. No, I couldn’t go on. I was too much 
a person in my own right, I had a person- 
ality to express, too. 

Suddenly I heard a firm tread on the 
gravel walk. The front door opened and 
closed quietly. The stairs creaked. A sud- 
den consternation overcame me. I felt 
weak and, somehow, ashamed, like a child 
caught suddenly in a misdeed. 

The bedroom door opened and Brad 
came in slowly. “I was afraid you had 
gone to bed, to sleep that is. I didn’t want 
to wake you.” As he spoke he removed 
his coat, then his shirt and tie. He looked 
so tired and worn out. Without thinking, 
I went over to him and put my arms about 
him. He held me close for a second. Then 
he went on undressing. 

“You don’t have to wait up for me, Peg. 
But I’m glad if you want to, we have little 
enough time together, it seems.” Then he 
took his robe and went into the bathroom. 
I heard the shower running. 

I took off my negligee, turned back the 
spread and thin blanket, and lay down, 
watching the moonlight as it made patterns 
on the floor. A breeze stirred the curtains 
making the room bearable. I tried to think, 
but it was impossible. No matter how I 
rationalized, all he had to do was touch 
me and we were back where we started. 
This time I had made up my mind and I 
had to go through with it. I heard the 
shower stop. In a few minutes Brad came 
out. He hung up his robe and snapped off 
the light. Then he came over to the bed 
and stood beside it for a second. looking 
down at me with a slight but appreciative 
smile. 

“And what do the rest of the men in the 
world do, the ones that don’t have some- 
thing like this to come home to?” He lay 
down beside me. Shifting until his head 
lay in the curve of my arm, he continued, 
almost inaudibly: “You sweet. sweet .. . 
sweet. How did I ever get anything like 
this?” 

My arms were around him holding him 
close as they had a thousand other nights 
just like this. Inside my resolve retreated. 
but only a little way. Then he reached up 
and untied the ribbon that was holding up 
my hair, so that it fell down around my 
shoulders. 

“When I was a little boy, I remember, 
my mother’s hair was like yours, soft and 
just curling.” His finger played in my 
hair, twisting in the strands, then in a 
curiously casual voice he asked: 

“Peg, why don’t we have a baby? Is 
there something I don’t know? I’ve kept 
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hoping . . . but it’s three years. It seems 
we should.” 

I tried to speak, but my throat seemed 
filled. How could he do it? Ask me that? 
For this, I suddenly realized, was a thing 
that had been torturing me for a long time. 
How could he talk casually of the thing 
that had been such a burden, a lonely bur- 
den, too. For we had never discussed it 
seriously. We had joked about our family 
at first. Then when nothing happened, I 
had become ashamed and afraid to men- 
tion it. After the first few months, Brad 
had stopped too. 

Although I struggled hard, tears rushed 
to my eyes. Then I felt Brad’s arms hold- 
ing me tight. His hand was stroking my 
hair. I gave way completely, all the ten- 
sion that had been building up in me for 
the past years and months breaking loose 
like water from a dam. 

“Go ahead, Baby, cry. You need to,” 
he murmured. “Maybe I do, too. I don’t 
mean to hurt you, but it’s been killing me 
—these past couple of years. I thought. Oh, 
I thought the craziest things. That you 
were afraid or didn’t care enough. I finally 
went to a doctor down in Atlanta. He’s a 
specialist. He said there was nothing he 
could do unless we came in together. Then, 
I thought you would laugh at me or be an- 
gry. I’ve nearly gone mad, Peg. Nights 
after you had gone to sleep. I would look at 
you lying there so defenselessly, in my 
arms, hating myself for taking you away 
so far from everything you loved and then, 
not even being able to give you a child... .” 

His voice broke, I realized he was weep- 
ing, as only a strong man not used to tears 
can weep. I tightened my arms around 
him. We lay for a long time and the sound 
and movement of our sorrow was all there 
was in the quiet room. 

“Brad, Brad,” I whispered, sobs still tear- 
ing at my place. “That’s what’s been the 
matter. I didn’t realize. I didn’t know. 
I only knew that something wasn’t right; 
that something was lacking between us. 
But I have wanted a baby so desperately. 
I’ve tried. We both have. haven’t we? 
Don’t blame yourself. Maybe there is some- 
thing wrong with me, something we don’t 
know about. No Brad, don’t. don’t cry! 
We love each other. . . . We can work it 
out... please.” 

As I held him to me I felt his body slow- 
ly cease its convulsive trembling. In spite 
of our sorrow, I was somehow happy. That 
hard core of frustration and resentment was 
gone. I knew what had been wrong with 
me; why I had felt so dissatisfied. I knew 
now what we had needed to make our hap- 
piness complete. I didn’t know yet what to 
do, but I was not afraid any more. I 
touched Brad’s face. In the moonlight I 
could see his eyes were closed and his 
cheeks were wet. I wiped the tears from 
his face and kissed him tenderly. 

“Peg?” His eyes opened as I leaned over 
him. “Will you go to Atlanta with me so 
we can find out what really is the matter? 
Will you?” 


“Do you need to ask me that,” I whis- 
pered, my lips against his mouth. 

“Peg, Baby!” And his lips met mine in 
the old familiar way. 


THE NEXT morning we both awoke early 

and ate breakfast like two children on 
Christmas. As soon as it was late enough 
Brad put through a call to the doctor in 
Atlanta. I stood very close gripping his 
hand in excitement as he talked to the 
secretary. 

She recalled Dr. Thomas’s visit, and 
would be happy to make an appointment 
for us. But it would have to be about four 
weeks from now? Would that be all right? 
Also, we should prepare to stay several 
days since some of the tests involved re- 
quired careful checking. 

As Brad hung up the phone, I clung to 
him half in anticipation and half in fear. 
He held me close and I knew the same 
thoughts were racing through his mind. 
What would we find out? What would the 
doctor tell us? 

As if to quiet our unspoken apprehen- 
sion, Brad said, “Whatever we find out, 
we're in it together, Peg.” 

In some ways, the next four weeks were 
the happiest of our life together. We felt 
so free with each other. My only guilty 
secret was that I had considered leaving 
Brad. I was much ashamed now and tried 
to forget that part. 

The weeks finally passed and the day 
came. We presented ourselves with fear 
and trembling at the doctor’s office. 

The receptionist recognized Brad from 
his other visit and helped to put us at ease. 
Soon the doctor was ready to see us. We 
were ushered into his neat businesslike 
inner office. There he explained to us in 
detail the purpose of his work which was to 
determine cause and reason for childless- 
ness and to recommend treatment, if neces- 
sary. There were many tests to be made, 
all preceded, of course, by a general physi- 
cal examination. As the doctor talked to 
us calmly, unemotionally, I began to be re- 
assured. I felt he was evaluating us, tak- 
ing our measure. I was proud of the firm 
quiet way Brad answered every question 
and tried hard to do as well. 

“Then, Doctor, if this fails,” Brad hesi- 
tated, searching for the right word, “What 
alternative is there? Are your findings 
final?” 

“No, son,” the doctor returned in a quiet 
kindly tone. “There are other clinics, other 
specialists. What one can’t accomplish, 
sometimes another can. And there is al- 
ways faith . . . and God. He often accom- 
plishes what we with our limited knowledge 
call the impossible.” 

The next two days were busy, exciting 
and exhausting. We spent our spare time 
in our hotel room. comparing notes, read- 
ing the literature the doctor had given us 
and dreaming dreams. On the third morn- 
ing we had an appointment to hear the re- 
sults of our tests. 

As we went into the now familiar offices, 
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I gripped Brad’s hand tightly. He re- 
turned the pressure, reassuringly. I knew 


he was as excited as I was for what we 
would hear in the next few minutes might 
affect our whole lives. 

The doctor was seated at his desk which 
was clear except for a file labeled Thomas. 
He smiled slightly and motioned us to be 
seated on a comfortable divan facing him. 
I had the strangest idea that his eyes were 
twinkling. 

“Brad and Peggy,” he began informally. 
“] may use your given names, may I not? 
| feel that I know quite a bit about you two 
by now. This is not going to take nearly 
as long as I expected it might. If you will 
listen carefully, I will give you an oppor- 
tunity to question me when I finish. 

“In the first place, there is absolutely 
nothing physically wrong with either of 
you. You are both capable of, and should 
have, strong healthy children. Moreover 
you are well-mated mentally. But you have 
come to me too late and a little unneces- 
sarily, I fear . . .” and he paused. 

“You see, Peggy, you are already preg- 
nant.” The doctor waited a second for us 
to get the full impact of his statement, then 
raised his hand to silence us as we both 
started to talk at once. 

“One of the tests we employ as a routine 
part of the beginning examination can de- 
termine pregnancy as early as seventy-two 
hours after conception. I would say you 
were only about two or three weeks along. 
In fact, I had another test run in order to 
be sure it was right. And it agreed with 
the first.” 

Brad found his voice finally. “But Doctor. 
We’ve wanted 
Why now, 


how do you account for it? 
this to happen for three years. 
so suddenly?” 

The doctor sat back in his chair and took 
out his pipe. “Well,” he said slowly and 


somewhat thoughtfully, “You probably 
know the answer to that much better than 
I, though you may not realize it. I would 


however, that this young lady has 
She probably 


guess, 
wanted a child very badly. 
didn’t realize it herself. As a result, 
paralyzed, so to speak, her ability to con- 


she 


ceive. Her mind and body worked at cross 
purposes. It is a common result of strain 
and tension as any psychiatrist can tell you. 

“But something has happened to her re- 


cently. Something that only you and she 
know. Perhaps it was the decision to con- 
sult me. I don’t know. Anyhow. some- 


thing relieved the pressure from her mind, 
freed her from the weight she was carry- 
ing, and her body was finally able to re- 
spond in a normal fashion. So...” He 
smiled at me. 

“That’s right, that’s true.” I said ex- 
citedly, turning to Brad. “I was so upset. 
I didn’t know why, but I had made up my 
mind to leave you because I was so un- 
happy. That was the night you told me 
how you felt and about the doctor and 
all... .” I stopped suddenly overcome 
with embarrassment at what I was revea!- 
ing. 

Brad stared at me, amazed. 
his mouth but nothing came out. The doc- 
tor laughed heartily and came out from 
behind his desk. “Take it easy son,” he 


He opened 


chuckled, “women are like that. They can 
come up with the darndest things. You 


can’t figure them out, just accept them. 

“And now, he con- 
tinued as he accompanied us to the door. 
“Take it easy. Relax while you can, be- 
cause a few months from now you won't 
have time.” 

We bid him good bye, paid the bill to 
the secretary who was apparently in on the 
secret, because she congratulated us. As 
we went down the stairs, I was so happy 
I wanted to skip, but Brad still looked 
dazed. He stopped on the bottom step and 
took both my hands in his. 


” 
go home you two, 


“You wouldn’t have. Peg, would you, 
really?” he said earnestly. “Left me, I 
mean.” 


“T tried.” I admitted. shamefacedly. Then 
I looked up at him impishly, “But you 
know what? Every time I got up my nerve, 
you kissed me and spoiled all my resolu- 
Brad,” and I moved very close to 
him. “Don’t you think it would be a good 
idea to kiss me now? After all, I’m in no 
condition to run off by myself.” 


THE END 


tions. 





Your Handwriting 
(Continued from Page 13) 


found wanting in this specimen. The 
angular writing, comma like “i” dots, and 
large lower loops, long finals and under- 
scored writing show a writer with a mind 
constantly alert for new facts. 

Confinement or restrictions would greatly 
depress Miss Baker. It is necessary that 
she have some physical, mental, or spir- 
itual endeavor. Otherwise, she would be- 
come restless. Deep down inside she be- 
comes impatient with daily routine. She 
has enormous vitality and is easily aroused. 
All of life appeals to her senses. Variety 
is a stimulant to her nature. She is chari- 
table and generous. 

Because of an inner urge to express her- 


self, to give something to a person or to 
the world, she often finds herself depleted 
mentally and physically. She should guard 
against this because it leads to extreme 
nervousness. Her strength of character, 
vivid imagination and practical skill have 
helped her accomplish her desires. Her 
personality is magnetic and fascinating. 

Thanks to all of you for the many won- 
derful letters. They have been both help- 
ful and encouraging. 

An analysis of your handwriting is now 
available to those wishing this service. 
Write me and I will send a brochure out- 
lining the types of analysis. This scientific 
service is for the particular person who 
realizes the advantage of personal atten- 
tion. Write Helen Sides, Tan Confessions, 
1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Ill. 
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(Continued from Page 21) 
disarmingly boyish, especially when he 
smiled. It was his eyes that revealed the 
fact that he’d been around and seen a lot. 
Cold and unflinching, those eyes never 
missed anything; they seemed to be able 
to read any secret. So it was inevitable 
that he eventually saw for himself that I 
had fallen in love with him, despite all I 
did to conceal it. 

At any rate, after I had worked at the 
Dunbar Detective Agency for a month, I 
had become so devoted to my boss that his 
slightest wish was my command. When 
he asked me to become a pawn in the 
seamier side of the profession, I shelved my 
moral scruples without hesitation. Late 
one night at the office, Alton first ap- 
proached me with the proposition that was 
to lead to heartbreak and sorrow. 

“You know, Dotty.” he observed, prop- 
ping his feet on the desk top, “we’ve been 
missing a bet. There’s dough to be made 
in this racket and I’m going after it.” 

“Haven’t you been doing all right.” I 
asked, slipping the cover on my typewriter. 

“Maybe so, but we could be doing better. 
Now that I’ve got you, I’m going to branch 
out. I’m not going to be just a small-time 
gumshoe all my life.” 

“You’ve got something 
asked, tearing my eyes away from the close- 
cropped curls on his handsome head. 

“Yeah, but it all depends on you, Dotty,” 
he told me. “I’ve got a new case which 
is our entree to the bigtime. At first, I was 
going to turn it down, but I’ve changed my 
mind. This is how it'll work—” 

I pulled up a chair and sat hanging on 
every word. Alton was going to specialize 
in furnishing evidence for divorce cases. 
My part was to be the “other woman.” 
There’d be more work than we could han- 
dle, he said enthusiastically. 

“And there'll be a fat bonus check for 
you on each case. Dotty!” Alton added, 


in mind?” [| 


- Jaying his hand over mine. 


The sudden contact sent a wave of chills 
through me, and I could think of nothing 
to say. Finally I stammered; “I'd do it 
for you even without the bonus, Alton!” 

He looked at me hard for a moment, then 
murmured, “Yeah. I guess you would at 
that.” He tightened his grip on my hand 
as he leaned across the desk. “Come here,” 
he commanded. 

My legs trembled as I got to my feet and 
walked around to him. He lounged back 
in the swivel chair and surveyed me with 
his eyes, as hard as ever, but now with a 
glimmer of some excitement behind them. 

“Yes, you'll be perfect for the part,” he 
said, as if thinking of something else. 


“You’ve got the face for it—and figure to 
match!” 

Alton’s eyes narrowed as he took in my 
figure. I didn’t resent his bold gaze. In- 
stead, I felt a thrill of anticipation. At 
last he was really seeing me; I was no 
longer a piece of office equipment, some. 
one to be taken for granted. He stood up 
and pulled me closer, holding me powerless 
with his eyes. 

“This is against all the rules, Dotty,” he 
said softly. 

“IT know. An office romance can be dan- 
gerous,” I agreed. 

“But there are some things that just 
happen and you can’t do anything about 
them,” he continued. 

His arms were around me and a faint- 
ness came over me as I swayed toward him. 
“Be good to me, Alton,” I whispered. 

His answer was the fierce pressure of his 
lips against mine. His kisses drained me 
of all will and stirred up a whirlwind of 
wild emotions. Frightened by the intensity 
of the passion his embraces generated, | 
finally broke away. I stood there trem- 
bling like a leaf, trying to calm myself. 
Alton took a step toward me. 

He didn’t say anything, but took me into 
his arms again, his eyes burning with a 
peculiar light. Just then, the telephone 
rang and its shrill clatter broke the spell. 
Muttering in disgust, Alton turned to an- 
swer it. While he was occupied, I grabbed 
up my hat and purse and rushed out of the 
office. Whether Alton knew it or not, he 
was the first man J had ever loved. I needed 
time to adjust to all the new sensations, 
the compelling desires he had awakened 
in me. For a long time that night I lay in 
my bed thinking of Alton. Finally, I drifted 
off into a deep, dream-filled slumber. 


UT THE next day, Alton was as casual 
as if he had just hired me the day be- 
fore. In stunned silence I went through 
my routine, wondering if the blood in his 
veins was as icy as the gaze from his eyes. 
His only reference to what had happened 
was his inquiry if I had gotten home all 
right. “I was going to take you home,” he 
explained. “But that phone call was pretty 
important. I’m going to need your help on 
this case, Dotty.” 

It seemed a big shoe store was losing 
more hosiery than they were selling, and 
these were the days when nylons were 
worth their weight in gold. I don’t know 
how Alton happened to wangle an account 
from a big downtown shop, but he had 
taken the case, promising to crack the 
mysterious disappearance of stockings 
within a month. 

His plan was simple, yet a stroke of 
sheer genius. I was installed in the em- 
ployee’s washroom as a maid, complete 
with black uniform and tiny apron. It 
didn’t take me long to make friends with 
the white clerks and stock girls who worked 
there, and in no time at all, I discovered 
what was happening to the nylons. When 
the thieves offered to take me into their 
plot, I almost laughed out loud. Only two 
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or three clerks and one of the stock girls 
were involved in the racket. Whenever a 
new supply of nylons arrived, the stock 
girl would put aside several boxes, then 
slip two or three pairs at a time to the 
clerks involved. They would come down 
into the washroom and slip the stolen 
nylons right over their own stockings and 
were able to leave at night without carry- 
ing suspicious-looking packages. They had 
worked the racket so long, they became 
careless, not even bothering to conceal any- 
thing from my eyes. 

At the end of three weeks, I made my 
report to Alton and the ring was cracked 
wide open. I guess the women are still 
wondering about the “maid” who quit the 
day before they were arrested. 

With that job out of the way, I hoped I 
would see more of Alton. I’d seen him 
only once or twice during the time I worked 
on the case, since it was important that I 
play my part in every detail. Once back 
in the office, I was determined to resume 
our romance where it had been so uncere- 
moniously dropped. But Alton apparently 
had other ideas. He’d get started on a case 
and work night and day until it was closed, 
letting nothing interfere with what he had 
to do. 

By the time we got our first divorce case, 
[had reached the point of desperation. Al- 
ton drove me to the hotel where our client 
waited, going over my instructions again 
to make sure I knew what to do. But I 
only half-listened to his words. I was try- 
ing to figure a way to bring up a more im- 
portant matter and not getting very far 
with it. 

“Well, this is it, Dotty,” he said, park- 
ing the car a few doors away from the 
hotel. “We'll give you a little while after 
you get inside, then we break in and find 
you in bed.” 

I gulped and nervously toyed with the 
snap on my purse. “The man—will he—?” 
I couldn’t find the words for the question 
that was burning in my brain. 

“There'll be no funny business!” Alton 
said grimly. “That’s part of the deal. I'll 
be downstairs in the lobby all the time, and 
if the guy gets out of line, just let me 
know.” 

“As if you cared!” I murmured, bitter- 
hess tinging my voice. 

“Say, what gives?” Alton demanded. 
“You’ve been poking around for a couple 
of weeks now, acting like something was on 
your mind.” 

“Maybe my memory is too good,” I 
sniffed, fighting back the tears that sprang 
into my eyes. “Or maybe it never hap- 
pened, that night in the office.” 

“Sure it happened!” Alton said between 
clenched teeth. “I can still feel the way 
you fitted into my arms—as if you belonged 
there. But it’s no good, Dotty!” he added 
in a voice filled with anguish. 

But his words had set my heart singing 
and nothing mattered except that Alton 
hadn’t forgotten. I lifted my face, my lips 
parted expectantly. The blood pounded 
in my temples as he covered my face and 


At last he shoved 
me roughly away. “Now are you satis- 
fied?” he asked, his voice husky with sup- 
pressed emotion. “Now get going!” 

I climbed out of the car and entered the 
hotel, walking on air. I went directly to 
Room 515, too elated to be concerned with 
what lay ahead for me. I pushed the door- 
bell and waited. 

The door swung open and my knees sud- 
denly were like hinges. A tall, gray-haired 
man looked down at me. His voice sounded 
surprised. 

“Are you the one?” 

I nodded, unable to utter a word. 

“Dunbar sent you?” 

“Yes, I’m Dotty Mills.” 

“Well, come in,” he invited, 
aside so I could enter. 

He seemed harmless enough, I comforted 
myself as I walked hesitantly into the large 
sitting room. “I’m Ray Cotton,” he intro- 
duced himself, as he took my hat and purse 
“Make yourself comforta- 


neck with tender kisses. 


stepping 


to the closet. 
ble.” 

I sat gingerly on the edge of a chair and 
looked about me. Through the open bed- 
room door I saw a colorful dressing gown 
lying on the bed and my stomach tightened 
into a knot. Mr. Cotton noticed my mis- 
givings, for he hastened to explain. “That’s 


for me. I'll slip it on when—when the 
time comes,” he said, as if to quiet my sus- 
picions. 


Somewhat reassured, I relaxed a little 
and accepted the cigarette he offered me. 
He took a chair opposite me. 

“We might as well get acquainted,” he 
began. “We'll be here for a while so 
there’s no point in being strangers.” 

I eyed him warily, but said nothing. “I’m 
surprised,” my companion continued. 
“Aren’t you a little young for this sort of 
thing?” 

“T’'m 20.” 

“But you don’t seem to be the type to—” 
he paused. “Are you in love?” 

I thought of Alton, of the way he had 
given new meaning to my life, and it was 
almost - if he were right there with me. 
“Oh, yes!” I replied. 

“He’s a lucky devil, whoever he is!” Mr. 
Cotton commented sadly. “Any man is 
lucky when there’s a woman in love with 


him.” His hand brushed across his eyes 
wearily. “Someone was in love with me— 
once.” 


“What happened?” I asked, moved to 
sympathy by the sorrow in his voice. 

A bitter laugh escaped his lips. “She’s 
getting rid of me! That’s what this little 
affair is all about. A younger man came 
along—love died—I agreed to give her her 
freedom.” 

“T’m sorry.” What more could one say? 

“Yes, Miss Mills, your young man is 
fortunate. I hope he realizes it!” 

And so do I! was my fervent prayer. 
There was a long silence, then Mr. Cotton 
stood up, a smile twisting his kind face. 
“This is supposed to be a wild party,” he 
said laughingly. “Maybe this will help.” 











MEN LOVE 
WOMEN 









fieeocmains 718 


Quickly Clears, Brightens, Lightens a Dull, Dark, 
Muddy, Discolored Skin and Complexion . 


YOU2ut Want tobeWHITE 


but you do want and long for a Beautiful Clear 
Skin and Complexion ... Free from ugly spots and 
discoloration FORMULA. 718 does this for you. 


This Marvelous Achievement is the work of Don 
Eduardo, one of America’s great Research Chemists 
and Foremost Exponent on Applied: Cosmetics. 


Sduardes FORMULA 718 












HELPS EARN BIG MONEY 


Many men and women are now earning big money 


as Local Distributors for this marvelous Creme; 
after they have tested it themselves. 

Send $2.00 today for this Marvelous Skin Treatment 
and listen to what other men and women say about 
the change in your Skin and Complexion. 
EDUARDO LABS, 168-30 89th AVE., JAMAICA 3, N.Y. 











Try This Great Book 
in Your Own Life 


10-DAY FREE EXAMINATION 


It must help you . . . it must Show results 
- « « it must wor 

No matter what personal proble m is worry- 
ing you, the answer is here. No matter if 
it is Health, Money Troubles, Debts, Love, 
Friends, Family Troubles, or Something 
Purely Personal and Confidential, you are 
sure to find the help, guidance, and comfort 
that you seek in the Great and Powerful 
Book of the Psalms. 


By MIKHAIL STRABO 
Tells you how to use Psalms .. . 
Tells you which Psalms to use .. . 
Tells you when to use Psalms... 
In times of trouble To choose a mate 
For older people To interpret dreams 
Against defamers Against temptation 
For sinners For business 
Against enemies For good fortune 
To help children To influence others 
And much, much more 
A book for everybody, for we need, for 
every day of pone year. Send -98 today. ak 
If this is not the most bee and help- : $498 
ful commenta on the Psalms you've ever 
within 10 days and your 
money will be refunded prometty. Postpaid 
of extra cost: Convenient pocket 
size edition of the 150 Psalms of 


F REE David if you rush your order. 


Guidance House, Box 201-FA 
Times Sq. Sta., New York 18, N. Y. 











Do You Want To 
Make Men OBEY YOU? 


Do you want to make him 
love you wildly, fiercely? Do 
you want to make him say, 
“Darling, I adore you. I wor- 
ship you. I'll do ANYTHING 
YOU!" Do you want to 
make him OBEY your every 
command? Then use CHEZ- 
ELLE (What a Perfume) to 
help you CONTROL Men. 
e woman told me that 
CHEZ-ELLE is the STRONG- 
EST perfume she ever used. 
Another woman told us that 
she blesses the day she first 
used CHEZ-ELL ause 
now her husband comes 
home at night to help her. 
Just send me your name and address and I will rush 
_& Trial Bottle of CHEZ-ELLE (What a Perfume) to 
“you. When the postman delivers CHEZ-ELLE in a plain 
package, deposit only $2 plus postage (3 for $6) with 
him on this GUARANTEE. Use CHEZ-ELLE for 10 
days. oe you don’t agree that CHEZ-ELLE is the most 
POWERFUL perfume you ever used, return it and I'll 
send “a $2 right back. Write NOW to 


TRULOVE, 58 Walker St., Dept. 103-AC, New York 13 
63 





He reached into the dresser drawer and 
brought out a fifth of Scotch. “Help your- 
self,” he told me. “I think I'll get dressed 
for our guests.” 

He went into the bedroom, discreetly 
closing the door behind him. I sat motion- 
less, staring at the bottle. I didn’t want a 
drink. I didn’t want anything except to get 
out of that room as soon as possible. But 
never had time passed so slowly for me. Mr. 
Cotton came back, wearing his robe over 
pants and undershirt, and took a stiff drink. 
Then we just sat there, not even bothering 
to attempt any conversation. I grew more 
and more nervous as 10 o’clock neared, 
wondering how I could ever find courage 
enough to go through with it. Then my 
thoughts turned to Alton and I knew that 
I'd make it somehow. 

After an eternity, Mr. Cotton sighed and 
glanced at his watch. “I guess we'd bet- 
ter get set,” he said, and I appreciated the 
embarrassment in his voice when he added, 
“You’re supposed to be in the bed, you 
know.” 

I nodded silently and walked quickly into 
the bedroom. I slipped off my shoes and 
climbed into the bed, pulling the covers 
up around my face. Now I’m the “un- 
identified woman” I’ve read so much about, 
I thought. In the stillness I could hear my 
heart pounding like a trip hammer. Mr. 
Cotton stood in the doorway nervously puf- 
fing on a cigarette. 

I strained my ears waiting for the signal. 
Then it came—three hard knocks on the 
door—and I grew rigid with fear. This is 
it, I kept telling myself, the fake raid. But 
suppose it wasn’t Alton and his witnesses? 
Suppose it were a real raid and I were 
trapped in a hotel room with a strange 
man? 

The bed creaked as Mr. Cotton practical- 
ly fell on the edge of it and he was sitting 
there when the door burst open. My ter- 
rified glance saw Alton, trailed by two 
women, appear in the doorway of the bed- 
room. He didn’t even look at me. 

“Is that the man?” Alton asked, point- 
ing at Mr. Cotton. 

The young woman nodded; her compan- 
ion said, ““That’s him!” 

“Ts the woman in bed his wife?” Alton’s 
voice was cold, impersonal. 

“No!” they chorused in shrill voices. 

“Okay, let’s get out of here,” Alton said, 
turning on his heel. 

I wanted to call after him, beg him to 
take me with him, but my tongue stuck to 
the roof of my hot, dry mouth. The next 
moment they were gone and Mr. Cotton 
was mopping his damp forehead. “Well, 
that’s that,” he laughed shakily, but he 
wasn’t looking at me. He didn’t seem to be 
looking at anything. 

I jumped out of bed, almost falling to 
the floor as my knees buckled, grabbed up 
my shoes and ran into the other room. I 
slipped on my shoes and got my things 


from the closet. “Goodbye—and good 


luck!” I called, as I rushed out into the 
hallway. 
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I didn’t wait for the elevator. I felt un- 
clean and afraid of being recognized. I 
fled down the stairs, my head filled with 
wild nightmares of the house detective 
roughly grabbing me and announcing my 
shame to the whole world. 


MADE it home all right, but once in- 

side, it all came down on me and I was 
violently sick. I finally managed to crawl 
into my bed and I lay there trying to halt 
the dry, gasping sobs that wracked my 
body. Why, why? I cried into the dark- 
ness. Why would Alton make me go 
through this? If he loved me he wouldn’t 
ask me to sacrifice my self-respect. 

The next morning, red-eyed and haggard, 
I dragged myself down to the office. I don’t 
know how long I sat staring at my type- 
writer, waiting for Alton to come in, but my 
thoughts raced like demons. I had been 
taught that marriage was a sacred sacra- 
ment, that what God had joined, no man 
dared tear asunder. Yet, I had allowed 
myself to be the instrument in the breakup 
of a marriage. 

I recalled the sorrow-filled eyes of Mr. 
Cotton, who really didn’t want a divorce. 
Perhaps if he and his young wife had made 
just one more try, a divorce might have 
been unnecessary. But it was too late for 
that now. Had I committed a sin by help- 
ing to make divorce so easy? 

In addition to my moral guilt, I was 
legally guilty of fraud, deception and any- 
thing else connected with bypassing the 
law. Alton’s arrival broke the distressing 
chain of thought. 

‘Hey, baby!” he greeted me happily. 
“You were great last night.” 

“T don’t feel so great today,” I told him. 

“Well, you should be! Everything went 
off like clockwork. Ready for another as- 
signment?” 

He went to his desk and leafed through 
the folders I had laid out for him “How 
do you want your bonus, Dotty?” he asked. 
“Now, or at the end of the week?” 

My hands gripped the bottom of my 
chair. ‘“‘Alton—I don’t want the money.” 

His head jerked up and he stared at me 
in astonishment. “Are you feeling okay? 
Why this pay check will be bigger than—” 

“T don’t want any part of this dirty busi- 
ness!” I shouted, pressing my fingers to 
my throbbing temples. 

“But you’ve already gone through it 
once,” he reminded me. “The next time 
will be a breeze!” 

“There won't be a next time, Alton,” I 
said flatly. “Yes, I did it last night, but 
that was before I realized what I was doing. 
I wouldn’t go through that again for any- 
thing in the world!” 

One eyebrow shot up crookedly and Al- 
ton fastened his hypnotic gaze on me. “Not 
even for me, Dotty?” he asked softly. 

I tried to tear my eyes away as he came 
closer to me, but could not. On my tongue 
were words of pleading, but they refused 
to be spoken. I wanted to beg Alton not 
to ask me to continue. I wanted him to 





comfort me in his arms, afraid at the same 
time that my will would melt at his touch 
just as my keyed-up, love-hungry body had 
that first night he had touched me. 

“I know how you feel, Dotty,” he said, 
“but in this business you can’t afford to 


have any heart. People want to get di- 
vorced. Okay, we help them. If we don't, 
then someone else will. We can’t turn up 
our noses at easy dough like that.” 

“Money can’t buy everything!” I flared, 
angry with myself that I couldn’t voice a 
stronger argument. 

He smiled blandly. “But it'll buy so 
much, you won’t miss those other things, 
baby!” 

My heart sank and I bit my lip. Was 
this the man I had fallen in love with? Did 
he really lack the common decency that 
would make it impossible to continue? But 
what was the use of arguing? 

All he had to do was to smile at me the 
way he was doing now; place his arms 
about my waist, the way he was doing; 
burn ardent kisses on my willing lips—and 
I was putty in his hands. 

From then on, it was one case after an- 
other. Hotel rooms, where I was caught 
in fake raids. Resort cottages, where | 
posed half-draped for witnesses and a pho- 
tographer. Apartments, where I peeped 
out of shower stalls or from under gaudy 
covers long enough to be identified as “the 
other woman.” I never permitted myself to 
think about what I was doing; the right. 
ness or the wrongness of the thing no 
longer mattered. As Alton had predicted, 
after the first few times, I lost my squeam- 
ishness. Soon, it was all in a typical day’s 
work, 

And the men! I met all kinds, saw them 
acting in ways their wives probably never 
imagined. Many of them were bitter, hat- 
ing all women—me included. They spent 
the waiting period airing their gripes 
against the whole feminine sex. Then there 
were the guys, men who still loved their 
wives but had reluctantly consented to go 
through with divorce. They were the ones 
I felt sorry for. Usually they sat quietly 
talking about the women they loved, recall- 
ing happy moments together, trying to con- 
vince themselves they were doing the right 
thing. Sometimes, they cried a little. 

Of course, there were the wolves. They 
were the ones who gave me trouble. Their 
approaching freedom was the signal for 
them to go on the prowl again, and since 
I was the closest female at the time, they 
started sniping at me. Since they were 
usually footing the bill, they felt the fee 
was large enough to buy me, too. Invaria- 
bly. I convinced them how wrong they were 
and from then on they kept their distance. 

I was making money now, and so was 
Alton. I became one of his “agents,” spe- 
cializing in the divorce racket, and he hired 
a new girl to take my place at the office. 
I had long since convinced myself that, 
much as I loved him, I’d be a fool to ruin 
my life over a one-sided affair. If Alton 
noticed any coolness in my attitude towards 
him, he made no comment. For one thing, 
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he was too busy with his string of “play- 
mates.” 

So I didn’t waste time pining over Alton. 
With the money I made, I was able to get 
the clothes I’d always dreamed of having. 
I moved in new circles and found new 
friends. It was at a cocktail party given 
by one of these new friends, a buxom beau- 
tician named Ruby, that I met Nick. He 
was by far the most interesting man there 
that afternoon. Tall and slim, he had flash- 
ing black eyes that were warm and friendly, 
not cold and suspicious like Alton’s. 

Nick, I learned from a whispered con- 
versation with Ruby, was a liquor salesman 
for a big distillery, and the party was being 
given in his honor for landing the unusual 
position. From the start, I liked the way 
his thin black mustache curved over his 
smiling lips and before long we had sort 
of drifted together. 

“Congratulations,” I smiled, marveling at 
my new-found poise and self-assurance. “I 
understand you’ve made history of some 
kind or other.” 

Nick raised a hand and shook his head 
modestly. “If I’m to be congratulated for 
anything, then let it be for spotting you the 
moment you walked into the room. You're 
the nicest thing that’s ever happened to me 
ina month of Sundays.” 

“Thank you!” I laughed. “I can see 
that your new boss has someone who can 
turn a neat phrase.” 

“You're positively ravishing!” he said in 
a low, earnest voice. 

I must admit the attention and flattery 
he was showering upon me was most wel- 
come after months of Alton’s indifference. 
But I said airily, “I won’t say ‘Ill bet you 
tell that to all the girls’ because I don’t 
believe you do. You’re the type who has 
a different line for each woman.” 

“You're awfully wise to be so young and 
beautiful,” he observed. “But please be- 
lieve me, this is no line. I never meant 
anything more in my life!” 

I continued to hold my own, but Nick’s 
charm gradually wore me down. He was 
polite, cultured, attentive—everything that 
Alton was not. And after a few weeks of 
seeing each other, I was afraid that some- 
thing would happen to spoil it all. More 
than once, before we got deeply involved, 
I promised myself I’d tell Nick all about 
myself, but somehow I never got around to 
it. Secretly, I feared that it would make 
a difference if he knew how I made my 
living. How could I tell him I was a ghoul. 
existing on the corpses of dead marriages? 


T LAST, Nick asked me to marry him. 
*“ Tt was the climax to a formal dance 
shortly after the winter holidays and I was 
radiant in a new gown and a luxurious fur 
stole that were designed especially to set 
off my slim beauty. Nick, in his white tie 
and tails, was more handsome and gallant 
than ever. We had breakfast just before 
dawn in an all-night cafe and later, as we 
drove through the snow-covered streets, 
Nick reached into his pocket and pulled 
out a small velvet ring box. Even before 
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he spoke I knew what was coming next. 
“We've had a lot of fun, done a lot of kid- 
ding around since we met, Dotty,” Nick 
said earnestly. “But let’s be serious for a 
change.” 

“Sure, why not, Nick?” I said in a shaky 
voice. 

“T want you to marry me, Dotty,” he con- 
tinued. “Don’t give me your answer now— 
take your time to think it over—until to- 
morrow morning!” 

“Silly!” I chided softly. 

He stopped the car and let his eyes wan- 
der over my face, slowly, lovingly. I closed 
my eyes as he bent over me, thrilled to the 
gentle touch of his lips on my cheeks, my 
hair, my throat. It was a tender, satisfy- 
ing sensation, not violent and emotion- 
charged like with Alton. 

“Nick—wait,” I said at last. “There’s 
something I must tell you. Maybe you'll 
feel differently after you know, but—” 

His lips silenced me. “No big confes- 
sion scenes, darling,” he scolded. “I guess 
we both have done things we’d rather forget 
about, but we’re starting out from scratch. 
Let’s pretend there’s been no past for either 
of us. Okay?” 

I closed my eyes and nestled into the 
comforting circle of his arms. Perhaps 
Nick was right. I could tell Alton I was 
quitting and no one ever need know I'd 
even worked for him. Nick’s kisses stilled 
my doubts and fears. 

“If that’s the way it is, then that’s the 
way it is!” Alton said grimly when I told 
him the next day. I thought I detected a 
soft light in his eyes as he said it, but it 
must have been an illusion. When I looked 
again, those orbs were as hard and cold 
as ever. 

““You—you won’t mention to anyone that 
__” 

“Don’t worry, Dotty. I’m just a gumshoe 
who’s working the shady side of the street,” 
he snapped. “You go ahead and marry 
your faney boy friend. I hope you'll be 
very happy!” 

Uncertain how to take his bitter outburst, 
I turned to go. He stopped me at the door. 
“Do me one last favor?” he asked. “For 
old time’s sake.” 

“Sure, Alton. What is it?” 

“Well, I’ve got a case here and I need 
a girl for tomorrow night. I can’t get any- 
one else by then and I don’t want to lose 
the fat fee. How about it?” 

I hesitated. It would be going against 
all the promises I’d made myself when I 
agreed to marry Nick. But looking at Al- 
ton, seeing the pleading look on his face 
like that of a small boy asking a favor, I 
couldn’t refuse. After all, I told myself, 
it was because of Alton that I had met 
Nick. So in the end, I agreed. He gave 
me the address and room number in a quiet 
hotel uptown and I promised to be there 
at 9, 

I arrived on schedule, carrying my small 
hat box with sandals and negligee, which 
I usually draped across the bed for effect. 
I rang the bell and hummed a little tune 
as I waited. Then the door swung open 
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and I nearly crumpled to the floor. The 
man in the room was Nick! 

“Dotty! What the hell are you doing 
here?” he demanded in an angry voice. 

I was speechless with fright and shame 
and my feet seemed rooted to the spot. 
“Well, don’t just stand there. Come in!” 
He grabbed my arm and pulled me inside. 

“Now what’s this all about?” he asked. 
“How did you find me?” 

Silently, my eyes glued to the floor, I 
handed him one of Alton’s cards with the 
address pencilled in. Nick stared at it 
in astonishment. “You!” 

He dropped into a chair, stared at me a 
moment, then burst into laughter. “What 
alaugh! My beloved Dotty a professional 
correspondent!” 

He cut the laugh short and his lip curled 
into a sneer. “And I treated you like a 
lady. Why, I even felt you were too good 
for me. That’s why I didn’t want you to 
say anything to spoil the illusion.” 

“T guess everything is spoiled now,” I 
said wearily. 

“You can say that again, baby!” Nick 
snarled. “I’m not getting rid of one hep- 
chick just to marry another. My next wife 
will be sweet and innocent, and baby, that 
ain’t you!” 

Suddenly my anger flared up. “You're 
2 fine one to talk of getting married when 
you've already got a wife!” I retorted. 

“And I’m dropping her, but quick!” 

“You never mentioned your wife while 
you were making love to me,” I accused. 
“You’ve got your nerve getting so self- 
righteous all of a sudden. Oh, I’ve seen 
men like you before.” 

“Tl bet you have, sister!” Nick’s face 
was dark with anger. 

“Your wife is lucky to be getting rid of 
you,” I cried, my voice full of contempt. 
“And thank heaven I found out about you 
in time!” 

“That goes double! 

We were yelling at each other, our angry 
faces thrust together as we hurled bitter 
accusations back and forth. For the first 
time, I noticed the blazing hatred behind 
Nick’s eyes, more terrifying than even Al- 
ton’s icy stare. Suddenly an evil smirk 
transformed his face into an ugly mask 
and his voice dropped to an ominous whis- 
per. 

- “But I’m going to get something out of 
this deal, baby,” he grated. “You can bet 
on that!” 

His hand shot out and captured my 
wrist, pulling me hard against him. Vain- 
ly I struggled against the fury of his at- 
tack. “There’s only one thing a dame like 
you understands,” he hissed, holding me 
easily, but with his fingertips pressed tense- 
ly against my back. He drew me to him 
again. I twisted and turned my head des- 
perately as his cruel lips sought mine. Then 
with a superhuman effort, I tried to elude 
him. 

Nick’s eyes narrowed dangerously as I 
stood before him, while I whimpered like 


” 


My will to fight was 
strong as ever, but the odds were too great, 
I realized with a sinking sensation. It was 
only a matter of time before his superior 
strength would overwhelm me and he could 
do with me what he wanted. 

Just then, miraculously, the door burst 


a trapped animal. 


open and there stood Alton! He took in 
the situation at a glance and moved in like 
an angry bull. His fist crashed against 
the point of Nick’s chin, and that was all I 
saw because I buried my head in my hands, 
sobbing hysterically. It was over in a 
twinkling, and Alton was soothing my 
frayed nerves with a tenderness that was 
surprising. I hadn’t dreamed he could be 
so gentle. 

“Tt’s okay, Dotty,” he comforted. “It'll 
be a long time before that guy makes a 
pass at anybody!” 

My sobs turned to bitter laughter. “He 
said he was going to marry me, and all the 
time he had a wife!” I clenched my hands. 
“What a joke!” 

“T don’t think it’s so funny,” Alton said 
soberly. “Marriage is a serious business.” 

I was amazed. “You think that?” | 
stared at him through misty eyes. “Then 
how could you—?” 

“Get mixed up in this divorce racket?” 
A wry smile played on his lips. “Money. 
But I found out you were right, Dotty. It 
can’t buy everything.” 

Alton led me to the bed and placed his 
arm around me as we sat down. “You see, 
I got scared when I found myself falling 
for you,” he explained. “So I threw every- 
thing out of my mind except making 
money. I knew that with you it had to be 
all or nothing.” 

“Remember, I told you an office romance 
can be dangerous,” I smiled through my 
tears. 

“This won’t be an office romance, dar- 
ling, because I’ve got a new and very spe- 
cial assignment for you!” : 

He lifted my chin and I looked deep into 
his eyes. They were no longer cold, but 
were full of love and a new understand- 
ing. “I’m through dodging wedding bells,” 
he whispered, as his lips closed over mine. 

And it was there again, that thrill of 
excitement, the hollow sensation deep in- 
side me, just like the first time he had 
kissed me. I knew then that no longer 
would I be the “other woman.” I was the 
woman in the life of the man I loved. 

I don’t know how many divorces I caused, 
how many marriages I helped to end. I 
know that my own happy marriage to Alton 
has made me even more remorseful because 
of the part I played in the divorce racket. 
Perhaps one day I can fully atone for what 
I have done. Meanwhile, maybe a change in 
the divorce laws—the modernization they're 
always talking about—is the answer. Be- 
cause, take it from me, under New York’s 
old-fashioned legal structure, the “other 
woman” suffers almost as much as the 
unhappy husband and wife when a divorce 
must be obtained through fraud and deceit. 

THE END 
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Dearly Beloved 


(Continued from Page 14) 


rides in the parks. When he learns to trust 
you and your friends, it won’t be hard to 
go on unescorted dates later. I know. I 
never dated until I was 16 myself. 


* * * 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: I am in love with a 
married man. I have been married three 
times, and am now divorced. I have been 
dating this man for eight years and he is 
yery nice to me and does everything he can 
to help me. I love him better than any of 
the other men I was married to, but I am 
sill not satisfied, because I want to be a 
wife so I can have a happy home. I’m ter- 
ribly lonesome and I cannot have this mar- 
ried man because he already has a wife. 
Please tell me what is best for me to do. 

E.G. S 

Dear E. G. S.: Good grief! How did you 
ever get into this situation? The answer is 
simple. If you want to get married again, 
then throw this fellow out of your life and 
start over from scratch, so to speak. Next 
time, try to use a little more care in select- 
Don’t expect perfection, 
People who 


ing a husband. 
because you just won’t find it. 
expect it frequently become “repeaters” in 
marriage, trading in husbands and wives 
faster than automobiles. Find someone you 
love, or, at least, like very, very much and 
who cares for you. Then concentrate on 
making this one last. 


* + 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: I have been married 
for six months. Eight days after our mar- 
riage, my husband was sent to Korea. It 
have a three year old child by a former boy 
friend, and I find now that I am not in love 
with my husband. I am in love with a boy 
Ihave known since two months after my 
baby was born. He too is overseas now 
and doesn’t know I am married. He wants 
tomarry me when he comes home. 

My. husband loves me, I’m sure, but I 
can’t respond to him and he says my kisses 
are like ice. I could never be happy with 
him. Should I divorce him? Should I tell 
the man I love about my husband? 

Mrs. L. A. 

Dear Mrs. L. A.: As I see it, you are 
not being fair to either of the men in your 
life, and certainly not to your husband. I 
hardly think you have any grounds for a 
divorce, and I am certain it is not a wise 
course to take without first giving it great 
thought. If you really love this man you 
met after your child was born, it is only 
fair that he know you are married now. If 
both of you are sure you want to marry in 
spite of all that has happened, and if you 
are quite sure that divorce is the only way 
to solve your problems now, then there is 
litle anyone can do to keep you apart. But 
maybe between now and the time your 
“other guy” comes home, you should take 
another look at your husband. To me he 
doesn’t sound like a bad guy. Ever heard 
the saying about “a bird in the hand”? 
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tight with anger. “Honey—is something 
wrong?” 

“I’m scared. Joe.” I whimpered. “The 
baby—” 

I felt myself lifted up like a child; and 
gently carried inside the house. Then Joe 
phoned the doctor, alternately cursing him- 
self for what happened and begging my 
forgiveness. When the doctor finally ar- 
rived, a careful examination showed noth- 
ing was wrong. “Gee, doc!” Joe sighed in 
relief. “For a while there I was scared to 
death. If anything had happened to Ruby— 
or the baby—I don’t even want to think 
about it!” 

The doctor, who had been told what had 
happened, pulled Joe aside. “You should 
be frightened,” he said sternly in low tones 
not meant for my ears. “Suppose that gun 
had been twisted the wrong way? Your 
wife would have been dead by now!” 

“T know, I know!” said Joe in an an- 
guished voice. “I just can’t help it, doctor.” 

“But you’ve got to help it,” the doctor 
insisted. “A man with a temper like yours 
can do more damage than all the doctors 
in the world can set right. I’m warning you 
—get that temper of yours under control 
or someday it'll wreck you and everything 
you love. 

Then the doctor was gone and Joe rushed 
to the bedside and fell on his knees. He 
buried his face in his hands on the blanket. 
his shoulders shaking convulsively. Instinc- 
tively I put out my hand and laid it on his 
bowed head. “It’s all right, darling. It’s all 
right,” I soothed. 

He lifted his head, a tortured, suffering 
look in his eyes. “Suppose you’d lost the 
baby, honey?” he said huskily. “I’m not 
fit to live!” 

“You can’t talk about my husband that 
way!” I scolded. Knowing he was near the 
breaking-point, I tried to take it easy on 
him. 

“Husband!” he said bitterly. “A swell 
husband I turned out to be.” He got up and 
sat on the edge of the bed. There was a 
new look of humbleness on his face. “But 
I’ve finally seen the light, honey. I swear 
it! From now on everything’s under con- 
trol.” 

I ran my fingers along his cheek. Every- 
thing under control? Well, of course, that 
would be too much to expect right away. 
But if what had happened brought Joe to 
his senses, then I was glad. 

I guess Joe tried. At any rate, he man- 
aged to keep things from me while I was 
carrying the baby. The news I heard was 
only of minor incidents, scrapes he’d gotten 
into that had blown over. So I really had no 





worries those weeks I felt the baby stirring 
under my heart. Aunt Lucy had come up 
to be with me when my time came. Mom 
wanted to come too, but her health was stil] 
poor. 

The night my labor pains began, Joe 
had just returned from a trip and was 
still at the garage where he kept the car. 
Aunt Lucy timed the attacks that came 
periodically, feeling as if they’d tear me 
in two. “Guess it’s time,” she said calmly, 
taking down my overnight bag and packing 
it. 

“Call Joe—at the garage,” I told her be. 
tween gasps. 

A moment later she was back. “He’s on 
his way,” she said. “I swear I can’t under. 
stand that man. As jittery as he sounded, a 
body’d think he was birthing this baby!” 

“Please—please, God, let him get here in 
time,” I prayed. Suddenly I wanted him 
near me, I felt that if I could just hold his 
hand some of his tremendous strength 
would be somehow transmitted to me and] 
could withstand anything. 

Joe arrived just as the taxi Aunt Lucy 
had called pulled up outside. He was hat- 
less and his shirt was torn and bloody. 

“Ruby—Ruby, honey, are you all right?” 
he cried. 

“Joe! What’s 
pened?” I begged. 

The fear that clutched my heart blotted 
out the pain that darted like streaks of 
lightning through my body. Joe’s temper 
had flared up again, just when I had con. 
vinced myself that he had really changed. 

The shrill whine of a siren pierced my 
ears and a dull numbness gripped me as! 
saw a police car pull up beside Joe’s truck 
where he’d left it standing in the middle 
of the street. 

“The baby—everything’s all right, isn’t 
it, honey?” Joe was demanding. But my 
eyes were glued on the two red-faced cops 
who were approaching. They came up on 
the porch and took Joe by the arms. “Okay, 
buddy, come along quietly,” one of them 
commanded. 

I burst into tears, pleading with the cops 
to tell me what had happened. Aunt Lucy 
tried to quiet me, but Joe’s trouble was all 
I could think about then. “Where are you 
taking him?” I asked. 

“Where he’ll learn not to go around slug: 
ging cops!” they said viciously. 

I guess I fainted then, for a merciful 
blackness covered everything and I floated 
away on a stream of pain. . . 


wrong? What's hap 


THe BABY’S arrival was uneventful, but 
I felt no joy when the nurse announced, 
“You’ve got a fine, eight-pound son, Mrs. 
Rivers!” How could I be happy when ! 
didn’t know where my husband was or wha! 
had happened to him. Joe had let me dows. 
When I wanted him most, he was nowhere 
around, and all because of that crazy tem 
per of his. My pillow was wet with tears 
when the nurse came back to get the baby 
after his feeding. 

Aunt Lucy, when she came to see the 
baby, told me what had happened. When 
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Joe got her phone call, he’d jumped into 
the truck and headed for home at top 
speed. A cop had stopped him, and seeing 
the Chicago license on the truck, got nasty. 
Joe hadn’t bothered to change the Illinois 
license plates because he’d lived in Chi- 
cago before our marriage. He said he'd 
wait until the end of the year to change. 
The cop made some remark before Joe 
could explain why he was speeding and Joe 
Jost his head. He slugged the cop and con- 
tinued home. 

“So I guess it ain’t exactly Joe’s fault, 
Ruby,” Aunt Lucy said. 

I had to agree with her, but that still 
didn’t change what had happened. I had 
just gone through the terrible and wonder- 
ful experience of becoming a mother, of 
giving birth to a new life, and Joe had not 
been there. That was the awful thing that 
stuck in my mind, the thing I could never 
forgive. 

Fortunately, Joe got off with a suspended 
sentence. At least my baby wouldn’t have a 
jail-bird for a father—not yet, at least. 

Things were not the same between Joe 
and me after that. There was a strain on 
our relationship that even the attention 
Joe lavished on the baby could not ease. 
Joe must have sensed it, for he seemed to 
go out of his way to do things for me and 
Little Joe. But I refused to be caught off 
guard a second time. I knew now that liv- 
ing with him was like camping on the rim 
of a volcano that might erupt at any unpre- 
dictable moment. 

Little Joe was as bossy as his father and 
showed traces of Joe’s temper, too. He’d 
yell and kick until he got his way, then 
he’d be sweet as pie. One night, while Joe 
was out on the road, the baby cried so hard 
and long, I finally called the doctor. Aunt 
Lucy had gone back South and I was all 
alone. 

“Sick, my eye!” snapped the doctor after 
his examination. “‘He’s got a bad overdose 
of temper, that’s all. You’d better put your 
foot down, young lady. A baby can tell in 
aminute if he’s going to be boss or you.” 

Temper? Like father, like son, I thought 
ruefully. The trouble was, I had to put up 
with it, not Joe. The baby was always a 
darling when his father was around. I 
shuddered to think what might happen if 
Little Joe began his red-faced screaming 
when his father was home. 

I found out the night Joe returned from 
along haul and went to bed with barely 
a word to me or a look at the baby. We'd 
fixed up the other bedroom in the front of 
the house as a nursery, but even at that 
distance Little Joe’s angry wails seemed 
to bounce off the walls of our room. After 
tossing about restlessly for a time, Joe sud- 
denly jumped up and blew his top. “I’ve 
had about enough of that!” he shouted, 
padding down the hall to Little Joe’s room. 

For a moment, I was paralyzed with 
fear. But this was Little Joe that Joe was 
mad at! My heart was in my throat as I 
leaped to my feet and ran after him. I 
didn’t realize that the baby’s crying had 
stopped. I only saw Joe bending over the 


crib, and I screamed, “Joe—be careful!” 
Then I went closer and I understood the 
silence. Joe’s big hand was under the baby, 
as if he’d started to pick the child up, and 
Little Joe’s fat fist was clamped tight 
around his father’s thumb. 

Joe turned to me, a big grin on his 
face. “Look at that!” he said proudly. He 
tugged at his thumb, but the baby’s fist 
held tight. It was a grip stronger than any- 
thing else in the world as far as Joe was 
concerned. “This little rascal is strong! 
And he’s got a healthy pair of lungs. too.” 
Joe said, and I could see that Little Joe 
would be having much more to say about 
his father’s future actions than I ever had. 

I bent over the crib to hide my relief. 
Thank God my fears had been groundless. 
But would Joe’s even-temperedness con- 
tinue? Did he realize how nervous and 
tensed-up I was, just fearing another out- 
break, the kind I had feared was brewing? 

I picked up the baby, making soothing 
sounds, my face against his soft, sweet 
body. 

“Take it easy, now.” Joe cautioned. “We 
don’t want to spoil him.” 

“But suppose he starts crying when I 
put him down?” 

“Let him! He'll get over it.” 

I stared at Joe in amazement. He came 
over and took Little Joe from my arms and 
laid him gently in the crib. “You see, 
honey,” he explained. “The baby’s in dan- 
ger of developing a temper like I—used to 
have. If we give in to him now whenever he 
starts to yell, he'll grow up to be a hot- 
headed bunch of dynamite. I ought to 
know!” 

“What—what’s come over you?” I asked, 
afraid to believe my ears. 

joe grinned sheepishly. “Well, I’ve been 
stopping in to see Doc lately and we’ve had 
long talks together. He’s helped me a lot— 
or hadn’t you noticed?” 

“Yes, of course, darling,” I hastened to 
assure him. 

“T’ve learned a lot about babies, too,” he 
added with pride. “Doc says that when they 
cry, it might be a pin sticking them, or 
something. That’s why I dashed in here just 
now. But if nothing’s wrong—if they’re just 
throwing a temper fit, then the best thing 
is to let them cry it out. Sooner or later 
they'll learn it won’t get them the things 
they want.” His face grew serious. “I guess 
my mother didn’t know that.” 

My mind flew back to the time Joe had 
apologized to the truck driver he’d hit, and 
now again, he had proven he was all man. 
My heart swelled with pride as I looked 
from my baby to my husband. And I knew 
suddenly that all three of us pulling could 
lick the thing that hung like a cloud over 
us and threatened our future happiness. 

He bent his head and kissed my lips 
hard. My arms tightened around his neck 
and I returned his embrace eagerly. For 
the first time in months there was no dark 
cloud hovering in the background, spoiling 
our love scene that was played to the soul- 
stirring, heart-thrilling end. 


THE END 


Child Care 


(Continued from Page 50) 


depends primarily upon her diet and exer- 
cise rather than upon whether she does or 
does not nurse her baby. 

It is true that formulas made with mod- 
ern ingredients with pure milk are safe and 
will provide the proper amount of nutrition 
for a growing babe. In those rare cases 
where a mother finds it impossible to nurse 
her child, she can readily accept the formu- 
la prescribed by her doctor and know that 
her child can grow up healthy even though 
she cannot nurse. But it is also best to 
bear in mind that the child has an even 
better chance when breast fed. 

Many women use the excuse that they 
must return to their jobs as soon as pos- 
sible for not nursing their babies. In this 
expensive modern world where many fami- 
lies depend upon two checks to keep a step 
ahead of the rising cost of living, this 
reason often puts a young mother in a 
quandary. She wants to nurse her baby and 
yet she feels that she cannot afford to take 
off the five-to-seven month period which 
must transpire before the baby should be 
weaned. For the resolute mother who is 
willing to make some small sacrifices it is 
entirely possible to nurse a baby even 
though she is working on a job. Where a 
mother has a job near her home it is possi- 
ble to work up a nursing schedule with 
the baby being fed in the morning before 
the mother goes to work, again when the 
mother returns home for lunch and of 
course during the regular feeding hours 
after work is over for the day. 

Unfortunately most mothers do not work 
near their homes. This means that these 
mothers must nurse their babies before 
going to work and then depend upon a 
supplementary feeding of a formula during 
the day and a return to the nursing after 
work is through. In order to keep milk 
flowing, mothers must see that their breasts 
are emptied regularly. The mother who 
works away from home all day must man- 
ually express her milk in order to keep it 
coming. Some working mothers take a 
sterile bottle to work with them and at the 
end of about four hours manually express 
the milk into the bottle and then place it 
in a refrigerator to take home. The 
mother’s milk is then used as a supplemen- 
tary bottle the next day instead of using a 
formula. This gives the child a complete 
diet of mother’s milk. Of course the milk 
must be kept under refrigeration until 
warmed for the baby’s feeding. 

Mother’s milk is such a valuable com- 
modity that a mother whose physical con- 
dition does not permit her to nurse and 
whose child needs mother’s milk usually 
finds that she has to pay at least $1 an 
ounce for it from one of the rare market 
outlets which sell it. 

I am looking forward to the day when 
every mother who comes to me will accept 
without question the fact that she should 
nurse her baby. 
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Heart 

On My 

Sleeve 
(Continued from Page 36) 


“Your friends don’t think any less of you 
because of what happened.” I paused, 
then asked softly, “Do you still love her?” 

He shook his head. “No—but I can’t 
seem to forget her.” 

“Maybe you should find new interests,” 
I suggested. 

A smile crinkled his handsome face. “Of 
course! I’ve got two weeks to do it in— 
if you'll help me, Jean. Will you?” 

“T’'d love to, Jimmy!” 

The next two weeks fairly flew by, and 
true to his word, Jimmy devoted his time 
and energy to new interests, making a 
valiant effort to forget his ill-fated ro- 
mance. And I did everything I could to 
help him. It was time for Jimmy to go 
before I realized it, and on our last date 
we were as silent and preoccupied as on 
our first. Jimmy and I had been dancing 
at the USO canteen, and all night we had 
been oblivious to the couples swirling 
around us. Locked in each other’s arms, 
we had allowed our thoughts and our 
hearts to drift with the music, not permit- 
ting the sobering thought of parting to 
destroy the mood we had found together. 

But we couldn’t forever postpone the 
hour of parting—the time for farewell. 
“This has been the greatest time of my 
life—thanks to you,” Jimmy said earnestly 
as we sat on the front porch, holding 
hands. 

“I—TI'll miss you, Jimmy.” I told him, 
laying his hand against my cheek. 

“And I appreciate the time you spent 
with me, helping me to forget, Jean. When 
—if I get another chance to come home 
before they ship me out, I’d like to spend 
some time with you again.” 

“I'd never forgive you if you didn’t!” 

We were silent along while, then Jimmy 
stood up and held out his hand. “Well— 
this is it.” 

“Yes, I guess it is.’ 


> 


“May I—kiss you goodbye?” he faltered.. 


I nodded, my throat tight with emotion. 
“Tf you want to,” I managed to say. 

He bent over and his lips touched mine 
lightly. Then he turned and started down 
the steps. The delayed reaction hit us both 
at the same moment. The instant he 
stopped dead in his tracks, I called out 
his name. Jimmy turned and bounded up 
the steps, two at a time. A moment later, 
his arms were around me, closer and more 
thrilling than when we had danced. 

*“Jean—sweet, darling, Jean!” he whis- 
pered fiercely, covering my face and hair 
and neck with kisses. 

“Oh, darling, if you hadn’t turned back, 


70 





I would have run down the street after 
you!” I murmured wildly. 

“I know a guy in my position has no 
right to ask, but will you marry me, dar- 
ling?” he asked at last. 

“Whenever you say the word!” I said 
happily, not daring to think of the future. 

In the dimness, I could see the look of 
adoration that softened his face, and a 
shiver of excitement ran through me. His 
lips, soft and demanding, closed on mine 
and released a turbulent flood of love and 
passion and desire inside me. The stars 
and moon swooped low in the night and 
my heart leaped up to meet them. Love 
was mine forever, my heart sang; but my 
practical brain added fearfully—for as 
long as fate decrees. 

I guess we had more than our share of 
happiness, at that. Certainly, the next three 
months were so crowded with life and love 
and fun that when the inevitable happened, 
I had no real complaint—except that I was 
losing the man I loved. But that is no 
excuse in wartime. I had to console my- 
self with the knowledge that many a bride 
had fewer and less pleasant memories than 
I treasured. 

Jimmy and I had been married and I 
left for Lincoln Airbase in Nebraska, 
where he was stationed. From the very 
beginning, we were luckier than most cou- 
ples. Jimmy had made friends with a 
kindly old lady who owned a couple of 
houses in the small university town. When 
she learned that he was back, this time 
with a bride, she rented us a little five 
room cottage on a lovely, tree-lined street. 
It was furnished, and Mrs. Williams 
charged us only $25 a month—too good to 
be true! 

Jimmy’s hours at the airbase were like 
a job, and a week after we arrived, he got 
his rating as sergeant and the privilege of 
living off the base. There were quite a 
few civilian instructors at the base, most 
of them with their families, and I became 
good friends with some of the wives. We 
spent our time playing bridge and working 
in the USO, set up by the local Urban 
League. In fact, we were so busy most of 
the time, we had no chance to voice the 
one thing that haunted our lives. 

But soon it became too obvious to ignore. 
Each day more GI’s were shipping out and 
our circle shrank by degrees, until soon 
there were only half dozen or so “old 
timers” left. One day when Jimmy came 
home from the base, he was quieter than 
usual. He kissed me absent-mindedly and 
went downstairs to fix the furnace to take 
the autumn chill off the house. When he 
came back up. I had a bottle of beer wait- 
ing for him. “What’s the matter, darling?” 
I asked, standing behind his chair and 
“Did you draw guard 
If so, then you 


rubbing his ears. 
duty for this weekend? 
just tell the captain that you have a date 
with your wife to—” 

“I’m shipping out, Jean,” Jimmy said in 
a low, almost inaudible voice. 

The smile froze on my lips and I was 
thankful that he couldn’t see my horror- 


stricken face. “What is this,” I joshed, 
“another latrine rumor?” 

“Companies A, B, and C got shipping 
orders for day after tomorrow,” he said 
soberly. 

“Just like that,” I said in a flat voice, 
Then I added hopefully: “To another 
post?” 

“Yeah,” he said with a bitter laugh, 
“Just like that! I’m in the army, remem. 
ber? And it is to another post. Over. 
seas.” 

Something inside me snapped and the 
next moment I was on his lap, sobbing into 
the curve of his neck. I felt Jimmy's 
shoulders heave convulsively. “I'll never 
forgive myself, letting you in for this!” 
he declared. “I should have kept walk. 
ing that last night.” 

“Hush—hush, darling!” I said, trying to 
stop the flood of tears. “We’ve had three 
glorious months together — something 
neither one of us expected. Let’s be grate. 
ful for that.” 

That night we were more in love, closer 
together spiritually and every other way 
than we’d ever been. And for a time— 
until Jimmy finally dozed off to sleep, | 
managed to push the terrible shadow of 
our parting out of my mind. My heart 
was overwhelmed. Why——why? I asked 
into the darkness. But there was no an- 
swer, only Jimmy’s slow, even breathing 
and the clock on the night table ticking 
off the precious seconds of our last hours 
together . 

Two days later, I was in the miserable 
little group of GI wives standing along 
the fence surrounding the air field. A line 
of huge transport planes, their powerful 
motors droning, stood on: the ramp. The 
band took a position near one of the 
hangars and struck up a march. Then, 
streaming out of the row of barracks and 
forming ranks on the parade ground, came 
the men. Straight and proud they swung 
along to the rhythm of the music, and my 
eyes ached for the sight of Jimmy. Wave 
after wave of the khaki-clad figures passed 
us and disappeared into the waiting planes. 

Then I saw him, his eyes straight ahead 
and his mouth a grim gash in his hand 
some face. “Jimmy—Jimmy!” I screamed. 
But the roar of the motors and the blare 
of the band and the tramp of the boots 
tore the words from my anguished mouth 
and flung them into the chill November 
wind. A mighty thunder swelled up from 
the air strip and one by one the loaded 
planes took off, blowing back dust and 
snow flakes in an icy blast that brought 
tears to my eyes. Jimmy was gone, and all 
I could do was pray that Fate, which had 
been so kind until now, would smile on us 
both and see him safely home. 


HEN I got back home, I went back 

to my job at the plant and took up DY 
free time with USO, Red Cross and volur- 
teer hospital work. Mr. and Mrs. Hanly. 
whom I had met just once, before Jimmy 
and I were married, invited me to come 
and live with them. But I had too much 
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to remind me of Jimmy already, and being 
in his home surrounded with all sorts of 
reminders, would have been too much to 
pear. Besides, it would have left Aunt Em 
all alone, so I thanked them and con- 
tinued my busy, time-killing schedule. Mrs. 
Hanly and I became good friends, however, 
and whenever one of us got a letter from 
Jimmy. we'd share it with the other. Once 
a month we'd get together and fix up a 
box of food and other things to send to 
him. 

It was when the newspaper reporter 
came to interview me that I learned the 
tragic news. There hadn’t been the slight- 
est warning. due to the circumstances of 
Jimmy’s death, I suppose. Of course, I 
learned nothing of the details until much 
later, for when I heard the reporter ask 
for me as the “widow of Sergeant Hanly,” 
I promptly fainted dead away. 

Later, as I lay listlessly on the bed, I 
was told that Jimmy had knocked out an 
enemy tank singlehandedly somewhere in 
Italy and been killed while covering the 
retreat of his men. He had been post- 
humously awarded the Distinguished Serv- 
ice Cross. What prompted all the pub- 
licity that followed, was the fact that it 
was the highest medal awarded to a serv- 
iceman from our city. Everybody, from 
the mayor down was filled with pride, but 
I barely noticed the messages that flowed 
in— I had lost my husband, and no honor 
in the world could bring him back to me. 

So, overnight, Jimmy became not only 
a local hero, but famous nationally as well. 
I had to force myself to attend the cere- 
monies they held in his honor, and when 
the army officer. who had flown in from 
Washington, presented me with the cross 
with its eagle, and blue ribbon edged with 
red and white. I broke down. For “ex- 
traordinary heroism in warfare against an 
armed enemy of the United States,” the 
general had said. and remembering those 
words, I had an inkling of what lay ahead 
for me. 

The first change that came over my life 
was when Mrs. Hanly insisted that I move 
in with them. There was no way out for 
me. Aunt Em was to come along too. 
they said. So I began my six years im- 
prisonment—for that’s what it came to be 
—in the big house on the hill. But I 
balked when they told me I’d have to quit 
my job. Aunt Em, as usual, sided with 
the Hanlys, and she cornered me in my 
Toom. 

“You can’t keep an ordinary factory job, 
my dear,” Aunt Em explained sweetly. 
“You're the wife of a hero now.” 

“A dead hero!” I spat out. “Oh, why 
can't everybody leave me alone?” 

“Try to see it their way, Jean.” she per- 
sisted. “Jimmy brought an honor to this 
town that no other nian—white or colored 
has. You've got to think of your posi- 
tion now.” 

Between the three of them, they wore me 
down. I know now it was a mistake not 
to have stood my ground, for once having 
given in to them, there was no limit to the 


demands they made on me. I was made 
chairman of the Bundles for Britain com- 
mittee. I launched war bond drives and 
blood bank donations and a million other 
social and civic duties were shoved off on 
me. It was as if I were the hero instead 
of poor Jimmy. 

But it was at the USO dances that I 
really felt the invisible bonds that limited 
my life. As honorary hostess, I was re- 
quired to sit along the sidelines with a 
bunch of dowagers who hadn’t danced in 
20 years. I was young and attractive, yet 
it would not have been “the thing” for me 
to join in the fun of the young people 
there. I had to be content with my role 
of onlooker. 

Finally, the war ended, and I thought 
that my bondage would end, too. But Mrs. 
Hanly had other plans for me. I soon found 
out. She used me to accomplish some of 
the dreams she had for her son. Of course, 
I didn’t see through her subtle plan right 
away, but it followed a definite pattern. 
She suggested that I go back to school, and 
having nothing better to do, I enrolled at 
the state teachers college. But even there, 
I could not join in the campus life as I 
once might have. Nearly everyone there 
had heard of me, so I was never invited to 
join in any “frivolous” activity. Moreover. 
some of what Aunt Em and my mother-in- 
law had been drilling into me began to 
take effect, and I actually began to think 
of myself as someone apart from ordinary 
people. 

Even so. I realized I was living an un- 
natural existence being cut off from all 
normal human contact as I was. I “couldn’t 
afford” to be seen out in company with 
some young fellow, and the older ones, 
suitable to my position, were unbearable 
bores. 

When I finished my teacher’s training. 
Mrs. Hanly pulled the right strings and 
got me an appointment in one of the 
schools. This meant that in addition to 
all the other restrictions placed on me. 
there were those that all women teachers 
must observe. I couldn’t smoke in public 
or take a cocktail. I had to be perfect in 
every way. 

As one year passed into the next, all I 
had to go on was the faint memory of 
Jimmy’s tender kisses, the vision of his 
serious, deep-set eyes. and the image of 
his love in my heart. My family seemed 
more like managers than a family, and I 
soon discovered what Mrs. Hanly had in 





store for me 
her influence, she had no difficulty in hav- 
ing me named to the school board, a na- 


a career in politics. By using 


tural post for a “civic leader” like me. 
Later, she told me confidentially, I would 
run for public office. 

Things might have gone along according 
to her well-conceived plan for the rest of 
my life, but once again, Fate stepped in 
and changed the course of things for me. 
Korea brought back a little of the World 
War II fever to our town, and of course, 
when the USO was reopened, I was right 


there to cut the ribbon the committee had 
stretched across the door. 

But I didn’t get much chance even to sit 
on the sidelines this time. I had enrolled in 
law school—again at the insistence of Mrs. 
Hanly—and was going to school nights. 
“Just think what a legal background will 
mean to you in the future, my dear,” she 
purred, her eyes glittering behind the 
pince nez she wore. “James was going to 
be a lawyer, you know.” 


HEN, ONE NIGHT a few months ago, 

for some reason I felt especially moody 
and depressed. A vague uneasiness had 
come over me, and I walked out of school 
determined to take a brief vacation, if only 
for a night. Aimlessly, I walked through 
the darkened streets, gazing up at the stars 
and drinking in deep breaths of the In- 
dian summer air. It was like one of the 
nights soon after I’d met Jimmy, but now, 
he seemed so far away it was difficult to re- 
member exactly what he was like. So much 
had been said and written about Jimmy 
Hanly, the hero, that it was hard to recall 
Jimmy Hanly, the man. 

As if by design, I found myself outside 
the USO. The music that wafted through 
the open door stirred memories of happier. 
carefree days. I can’t let myself be tempt- 
ed, I thought. I’ve got things to do; I must 
carry on for Jimmy’s memory. Just then, a 
tall, lanky GI strode past, headed for the 
service club. At the door, he stopped short 
and turned around. 

“No point in going in there,” he grinned, 
eyeing me in a friendly way. “The prettiest 
girl is out here!” 

I was thankful the darkness hid my 
blush; it had been so long since a man 
had paid me a personal compliment like 
that, I’m afraid I became as flustered as a 
schoolgirl. I tossed him a grateful smile, 
then turned to go. “Wait a minute!” he 
called. I hesitated, then stopped and let 
him catch up to me. He took off his cap 
and was suddenly very shy—almost like 
Jimmy, I thought sadly. 

“Look, Miss,” he began, “I know you’re 
probably fagged out from doing your part 
for us lonely GI’s, but—well, if you’re not 
going back in there, then let me walk a lit- 
tle way with you, please?” 

He seemed so forlorn I smiled in spite of 
myself, “All right.” I agreed. “But maybe 
I'd better tell you who I am. I’m Jean Han- 
ly—does the name mean anything to you?” 

“Not a thing,” he grinned, “Except that 
it’s a pretty name. It suits you!” 

I breathed a big sigh of relief. It felt 
wonderful not to be eyed as a museum 
piece, but as a woman. We passed a tavern 
as we walked, chatting about inconsequen- 
tial things, and Gil—Gilbert Cowans was 
his name—suggested we stop for a drink. 
At first I refused, but when he persisted, I 
finally agreed. I guess I didn’t want the 
evening to end just yet. Anyway, we went 
in and found a table in a corner. 

It was wonderful to be back among 
people again—real people who laughed 
when they were happy, and who took other 
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1LL INFORMATION to you by AIR MAIL about 
this remarkable NEW WAY of PRAYER, that is help- 
ing so many, many others and may just as certainly 
and quickly help YOU! 

You will surely bless this day—so p ged don’t delay! 
with your name, 
OWSHIP, Box 




















Just clip this Message now and ma 
address and 10c to LIFE-STUDY FELL 


5201, Noroton, Conn. We will rush this wonderful NEW 
Message of PRAYER and FAITH to you by AIR MAIL 
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people for what they were. I learned that 
Gil was 25— two years younger than I, 
I realized guiltily—and that he had 
just come back from Korea—at least he 
came out alive, I thought, and I was glad 
for him. 

I learned a lot about Gil as I lingered 
over my one drink, and what I learned, 
I liked. He didn’t resemble Jimmy in the 
least; his face was thin, but well molded, 
and he had a quick, easy smile that was as 
spontaneous and as refreshing as summer 
rain. But his eyes—deep-set and with a 
steady seriousness behind them—were 
hauntingly like those of my dead husband. 
The way he looked at me, adoringly as if 
I were the only girl in the world, reminded 
me of Jimmy too. 

At last, I had to go, and this time there 
was no protest. Gil paid’ the bill and we 
started out. Just before we reached the 
door, we passed a table of two elderly cou- 
ples, and my heart sank as I recognized 
them. As luck would have it, they saw me 
and someone called out, “Good evening, 
Mrs. Hanly!” 

I felt Gil stiffen in surprise, but I took 
his arm and we hurried out. “Why didn’t 
you tell me,” he scolded gently, after we 
got outside. “Married women are strictly 
off limits for me.” 

“T—my husband is dead,” I told him. 
“He was killed in the last war.” 

“Oh. And you’re not married again?” I 
shook my head. “Or engaged?” his voice 
showed his surprise. 

At my door, we said goodnight. “Thank 
you for the loveliest evening I’ve had in 
years, Gil!” I said happily. 

“The pleasure was mine,” he grinned. 
“And I do mean pleasure! When do I see 
you again?” 

I shook my head sadly. “I’m afraid this 
is goodbye. I told you how it was. We'll 
at least we'll have this evening to remem- 
ber.” 

Gravely, he shook my hand and watched 
me go up the steps and into the house. 
That night as I lay on my bed, I tried to 
summon up a picture of Jimmy, as I often 
did before going to sleep. But his face 
wouldn’t materialize. Then, just before I 
dropped off, a face did appear—but it was 
Gil. 

The next day, Mrs. Hanly summoned 
me to her sitting room. “I understand you 
were out last night,” she began casually, 
giving me her acid-sweet smile. “Did you 
have a nice time, my dear?” 

“Yes. As a matter of fact, 
myself more than I have in a long time,” 
I admitted. 

“That’s nice. One needs recreation now 
and then. The point is, my dear,” she add- 
ed, her voice taking on a steely edge, “We 
must be so very careful of what we do. 
People talk, you know.” I said nothing, 
waiting for her to continue. “I understand 
the soldier you were with is just a young- 
ster, certainly not a suitable companion for 
Mrs. James Hanly. Try to exercise a little 
Jean dear. 


I enjoyed 


more judgment in the future, 


That’s all,” she said, dismissing me curtly, 

I left her room fuming. Of course, Ig 
known all along that sooner or later she'd 
get the latest gossip about me, but the 
tale-bearers must have worked during the 
night. For the first time in six years I real. 
ized the frustrating influence Mrs. Hanly 
had on my life and I resented the interfer. 
ence of outsiders in my personal life, §» 
when the phone rang that afternoon, I was 
in a rebellious mood. 

“It’s for you, Jean,” Mrs. Hanly an. 
nounced, her eyebrows raised questioning. 
ly. “It’s a man!” 

“Thank you,” I said coldly, and left to 
take the call. 

It was Gil, asking for a date that night, 
Guarding my voice, I told him to meet me 
at the law school, then I went to my room 
to avoid any questioning by my curious 
mother-in-law. I had no desire to sneak 
behind Mrs. Hanly’s back, I insisted to 
myself; I just wanted to avoid any clashes, 
So that night I met Gil. It was the begin. 
ning of a long series of secret meetings, 
during which I grew to love him. 

Yes, his kindness and understanding. 
his tenderness opened my walled-up heart 
like a budding flower and I learned anew 
what it was like to love and be loved in 
return. But there was a shadow between 
us, something that kept our love from 
blossoming into the final flower. 

“You can’t go on living in the past for- 
ever, darling!” Gil said one night, when 
my thoughts were full of Jimmy. 

“T know, Gil,” I said unhappily. “Bu 
I can’t help it! All these years of worship- 
ping Jimmy’s memory—they can’t be just 
swept away.” 

“No, they can’t.” His voice was low, full 
of sympathy. “What I’m saying is that a 
young, healthy and beautiful woman like 
you can’t be expected to shrivel up and 
blow away. Not even Jimmy would have 
wanted that!” 

I clung to him desperately. “Do you 
really think so?” I asked. “If only I could 
be sure!” 

“Maybe this will convince you,” he whis 
pered, taking me into his arms. My own 
arms, empty for so long, held him ina 
tight embrace. Something inside me that 
I had thought dead long ago, surged up 
searing my flesh like liquid fire. As Gil’ 
lips met mine I discovered that I was 
still very much a woman... 


f ben NEXT DAY, I moved away from 

the Hanlys. I had besmirched the men: 
ory of their son by falling in love with am 
other man; to remain would have been 
unbearable. So I packed my things, left @ 
note begging them to forgive me, and set 
out to find a place of my own. I had ne 
illusions that I could hide myself in such 
a small town, but F wanted a little time 
to get my thoughts together. I didn’t tell 
Gil I was going, or where. 

I found a small furnished apartment 
and spent the next two days alone, trying 
to think things through. I couldn’t stay 
with my family, and I couldn’t go away 
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with Gil—even if he should ask me. Jim- 
my’s memory was still there, a ghost of the 
past haunting a romance of the present. 
The only solution, I finally decided, was 
to go away alone. I'd pick some place far 
away. Where no one knew me or the tradi- 
tion I was supposed to uphold. 

In the midst of my packing, the door- 
bell rang, and I opened the door to find 
Aunt Em standing there, a peculiar look 
on her aging face. “You shouldn’t have run 
away, Jean,” she reproved gently. “That’s 
no solution, I tried to teach you that as a 
girl.” 

Never before had I been so happy to 
see her. “Oh, Aunt Em!” I cried, flinging 
myself into her arms. “I’m so unhappy!” 

Clucking soothingly, she led me inside. 
Leaving me for a moment, she went into 
the kitchen and brewed a cup of strong tea. 
“Here, drink this,” she ordered. “You'll 
feel better.” 

“How—how did you find me?” I asked, 
sipping the hot tea that brought more 
tears to my eyes. 

“Never mind that now,” 
ly. “The question is—why did you leave?” 
I said nothing. “Were you really so un- 
happy?” she asked. 

I nodded. Then, fighting to keep my 
voice under control, I poured out the whole 


she said stern- 


story—my love for Jimmy. the lonely 
years without him, the struggle to live up 
to Mrs. Hanly’s expectations, and now, 


my love for Gil. 
She was silent for a long time — I 


finished. Then she said reflectively, “You 


love Gil, but at the same time you want 
to be true to Jimmy’s memory. It may 
sound strange, but that was the same 


problem I faced when your Uncle Lou 
died 20 years ago. I didn’t remarry— 
and look at me now!” 

My heart went out to her. How many 
times had I felt that she couldn’t possibly 
understand my troubles! “Yes,” she went 
on, a tear glistening in her eye, “I guess 
that’s why I did what I did.” 

She opened her purse and pulled out a 
leather-bound book and tenderly placed it 





in my hands. It was a diary—Jimmy’s 
diary! “But how—where—?” I could bare- 
ly speak. 


“Tt came shortly 
she told me. 


She dropped her eyes. 
after he—after it happened,” 


“Mrs. Hanly told me about it and we both 
agreed that perhaps it would be better not 
to show it to you. But after you ran away— 
well, I went into her room and got it out.” 

I clutched the book to my heart. “I don’t 
know what’s in it,” Aunt Em. said, 
“but maybe there’s something that will 
help you solve your problem. I pray that’s 
so.” She rose, kissed my forehead and 
quietly left. 

On the pages of the diary were Jimmy’s 
thoughts and his words from the day he 
left me until the day he left camp on the 
patrol that ended in his death. I leafed 
through the pages one by one; lingering 
longer over those near the end. At last, 
about a week before the final entry, there 
was a passage that spoke directly to me. 
Jimmy had written: 

“Some of the guys here keep griping 
about thei: wives and their sweethearts, 
but I don’t. Not that I don’t miss Jean, 
but I keep remembering the wonderful 


three morths we had together. Besides, 
griping never gets you anything in this 
man’s army! . Three months . . . that’s 


more than most people have in a lifetime 
real happiness, I mean. 

“T remember how Joe refused to marry 
Joyce because something might happen to 
him... (I that guy is 
now? ) . but I can’t see it. If some- 
thing should happen to me, at least I’ve 
and afterwards— 


wonder Ww here 


had those three months. 
who cares? 

“It might be tough on Jean, 
her life to live. She’s young . . 
ty—no, beautiful!—she’s too 
wear mourning for the rest of her life... 
and I wouldn’t want her to. All I want for 
her is the same kind of happiness she gave 
ie see 

There was more, lots more, but there. 
for the first time. in his own words, was 
Jimmy’s philosophy of life—and death. Six 
long years without love and affection could 
be ended honorably. The happiness I had 
shared with Jimmy meant more to him than 
all the fame and medals in the world—I 
could see that now. I had worn Jimmy’s 
medal proudly. Now I could lay it aside 
and seek my future happiness with a clear 


but she has 
. and pret- 
sensible to 


conscience, for the living must go on 
living. That was what Jimmy had been 


THE END 


telling me. 
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GUARANTEED 
SATISFACTION OR 
MONEY BACK 
Give your hair a chance to 
win you love and romance. 
Have the longest, silkiest hair 
you can have to thrill men’s 
hearts, for long hair attracts 
men. Scientific LONG AID 
WORKS by lubricating dry 
hair and dry scalp and the 
drying effect of hot combs, 
marcel irons and hair straighteners or 
mistreatment .that may cause dangerous 
breaking off of hair and splitting ends which 
show up by the brushfuls as if your hair 
were coming out and which robs you of your 
naturally long hair. Let YOUR hair become 
normally longer and thicker looking—glist- 
ening lovely. LONG AID 
also, with massage, brings 
SEND sTIMULATION to scalp with 
NO the RICH OILS OF LONG 
MONEY AID. Miss W. J. writes, ‘‘I 
am very pleased with Long 
Aid. It does everything you 
said it would.’’ Do as thousands do. Today 
send $1.20 which includes tax for large 
package of LONG AID postpaid. Or sent 
C.O.D. for $1.20 plus 20c C.O.D. fee and 5c 
postage and handling (total: $1.45). Money 
back if not OVERJOYED! Keystone, Dept. 
TC10, Memphis, Tenn. 


WOMEN WANTED TO 
MAKE MONEY 


Turn aay hours into cash calling on friends, 
Zz them beautiful, new- 
est-style pg and lingerie, hosiery, chil- 
dren’s wear, men’s shirts, socks, etc. Take or- 
ders at amazingly low prices with big profit 
for you. Noexperience needed—and nomoney 
needed, ever. You can even get personal 
dresses for yourself without paying one cent! 


SAMPLES FREE! 


SEND NO MONEY—Rush name peter for 
big pockage of ACTUAL ~« 
\ SAMP. 
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plete, colorful style pres- / 
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Free—with complete in- 
structions and money- / 
making plans. Send / 
in your name and address TODAY! 
THE MELVILLE COMPANY 


Dept. 6531, Cincinnati 25, Ohio 









ATTRACT. COMMAND 


The Man You WANT! 


Make him love you ever- 
lastingly! Yes, adore and 
worship the very ground 
that you walk upon. 
Draw him to you in sub- 
missive obedience to lav- 
ish impelling love and 
devotion upon you. If 
these are the wonderful 
things that you want 
eon by all means use COMMAND, the exotic 
perfume, created to surround you with an air 
of compelling excitement. COMMAND, the ex- 
otic perfume, could achieve thrilling results... 
might even turn boy friends into husbands, even 
make husbands stay home at night. Just send 
name & address for a trial bottle of COMMAND, 
the exotic perfume. Cn arrival deposit only $2 
plus postage with il Use COMMAND, 
the exotic perfume, for 10 days. If you don’t 
feel that it is the most ENTICING you have 
ever used return for a refund. You risk nothing. 


Send order immediately to: COMMAND 
315 N. 7th Se. Dept.TTC-1 St. Louis, Mo. 
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My Love 
Never 


Died 





(Continued from Page 27) 


still do, but our marriage just wouldn’t 
work. We separated in 1940 and I got a 
divorce in 1948. 


HAT SAME year was a magic year for 

me. Elizabeth got information that I 
was appearing at Jimmy Ryan’s 52nd Street 
and Broadway spot. She wrote me a letter, 
telling me that she had married a French- 
man and that it was her marriage which 
had enabled her to resist the threats of the 
Nazis who wanted her to return to Germany. 
She and her French husband had given 
each other up. I was tremendously over- 
joyed when I received Elizabeth’s letter and 
realized that she was still alive. But, I was 
skeptical about answering it. I was certain 
that I still wanted Elizabeth, but I couldn’t 
really tell whether her feeling for me had 
changed. I decided not to answer. I knew 
I would be going to Europe some time in 
the near future and I determined to let 
Fate play the game. 

Two years later, Elizabeth read in a jazz 
publication that I was going to be in Paris. 
She wrote me again and when I arrived in 
France I phoned her. We met in a small 
town close to Algiers and that was it all 
over again. It sounds fantastic perhaps. 
but it is true that when Elizabeth and I 
found ourselves in each other’s arms 23 
years after we had first met, the world 
stopped turning and it seemed that the 
hourglass of time had turned back to the 
first day we had declared our love for each 
other. 

My dream had come true; not only my 
dream of finding Elizabeth again and re- 
assuring myself that she still returned my 
love, but also my dream about being able 
to provide for her in the manner I thought 
I bought a 175-year-old 
chateau, just outside of Paris. It had once 
been owned by a marquis. It has eight 
spacious rooms and a large, beautiful lake. 
I invited Elizabeth to come there with me 


she deserved. 


so we could take up where we left off and 


make arrangements to get married. 

You have probably read about our mar- 
riage in any one of the big newspapers or 
magazines all over the world which covered 
it. but no reporter could describe nor any 
photographer picture the fantastic wonder 
of it. I had planned that Elizabeth and I 
would be married quietly. I went to my 
employer, M. Bardel, the proprietor of the 
Club de Vieux Colombiere where my ban 
was working and asked him for a few days 
off to get married. He thought about it for 
a little while then he said to me suddenly: 

“Sidney, Louis Armstrong was king of 
the Zulus for a day when he took over at 
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the Mardi Gras in New Orleans. If you 
promise to get married here I'll make you 
king of Paris for a day?” 

M. Bardel meant, of course, that he 
wanted to stage my wedding, arranging 
processions and festivities just as they do 
for spectacular events in New Orleans. 

I told him that it would be all right with 
me if it was all right with Elizabeth. I con- 
fidently expected that when he called Eliza- 
beth, she would refuse. To my amazement, 
she was enthusiastic about the idea. 


M. make the marriage a sensational af- 
fair. He gathered at least 30 people 
around him, each of whom had a different 
phase to handle. He checked with me on 
all the details of how people in New Or- 
leans stage festivals with music and march- 
ing. And he followed out the information 
I gave him to the letter. Our wedding was 
a magic spectacle. Here’s what took place. 

We were married at City Hall in Antibes 
on the Riviera. Acting Mayor Jacques 
Leonetti performed the ceremony with Mis- 
tinguette, the famed danseuse and Advo- 
cate Susan Blum, of Cannes, as witnesses. 
With a jazz band leading the way, we were 
transported to the wedding in a carriage 
drawn by the white horses of the Prince of 
Monaco. Mayor Charles Antoni of Cannes 
placed the ring on Elizabeth’s finger. Fol- 
lowing the ceremony, a splendid two-mile 
nuptial parade filed through the streets of 
Antibes, passing along the sea heading for 
the reception at Juan-les-Pins. In the pa- 
rade were celebrities like Princess Fawzia 
of Egypt, Maggy Rouff. 400 fluttering doves 
were released over the procession and Ne- 
gro dancers cavorted in front of the bridal 
carriage. The French actor, Raymond Le- 
Grand, disguised as a sheriff, led the “cow- 
boys,” motorcyclists, a company of French 
Army colonial troops and members of bowl- 
ing societies. A four-yard-long clarinet was 
carried by two men. 50,000 people lined 
the streets, cheering, aiming cameras and 
applauding. Many were dressed in festive 
Hawaiian costumes and wore straw hats 
and necklaces. Young girls distributed 
punch to the crowd along the route. The 
cars in the procession were decorated with 
paper garlands and flowers and the “Petit 
Rats” of St. Germain danced all the way. 
A dromedary followed along and there 
were young women dressed in crinolines of 
the old New Orleans period. 

At Juan-Les-Pins congratulatory mes- 
sages were waiting, messages from musi- 
cians and music-lovers all over the world. 


BARDEL really extended himself to 
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M. Bardel had set aside a generous 309 
bottles of champagne, 100 bottles of aperi. 
tifs and fifty gallons of cocktails for the 
400 guests. 

There was only one sour note in the 
whole affair and that was beautifully dis. 
posed of. A Georgia woman, who had 
read of the forthcoming marriage, sent , 
letter to the Mayor of Antibes, stating: 

“T know that you have so many hand. 
some men and beautiful women in France. 
I wonder why you are raising so much fuss 
about that colored man marrying a white 
woman.” 

To which, His Honor replied in a quiet 
note: “Madam, I will frame your letter as 
an indication of your country’s attitude 
toward the Negro.” 

It was the kind of reply you would haye 
expected from a gracious, sophisticated 
Frenchman who recognizes no color line, 
Of course, as an American, while I appre. 
ciate the attitude of the people of my 
adopted country, France, I still love my 
own land, America. That is why I plan 
to spend half of the year in America, mak. 
ing appearances, tours and playing con 
certs and the other half in France with my 
Elizabeth and the dear French folk I love 
so well. 

Yes, today Iam happy. I have my music 
to which I have been so close ever since | 
was a kid, sneaking off from home in New 
Orleans to play my flute. I have my Eliza. 
beth, the dearly beloved girl for whom] 
waited and who waited for me almost a 
quarter of a century. 

If I have an undying memory, it is of the 
words Elizabeth spoke to me when I took 
her in my arms that blessed day we found 
each other. 

“T don’t know what to say,” she sobbed. 

“T don’t either,” I replied. 

But, you see, there wasn’t really any: 
thing to say. All that was left was silent 
heartfelt prayerful thanks to God for bring 
ing us together again. What He did for us 
proved to me that if you really love deeply. 
faith and hope will arm you and nothing 
else, time or war or fate, matters. When 
I found Elizabeth it seemed as though all 
the unhappy years since our parting had 
been one long day. It was just as if I had 
stepped out of the house to get a package 
of cigarettes and returned to the love of 
my life. 

All my life I had been lonesome until! 
met Elizabeth—braced only by my music. 
I never expect to be lonesome again. 


THE END 
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Should 
Husbands 
Boss The 
Budget 
(Continued from Page 11) 


installment people. Yeah, marrying Eva 
might not have been a bad idea, not a bad 
idea at all.” 

I had struck home even more viciously 
than I intended. Laura sprang to her feet. 
Her face was a mask of rage. Her words 
came tumbling out like hot, red coals. 

“You’re rotten and lowdown and mean— 
and—stingy,” she flared. “I was a fool to 
ever love you. But now I’m not a fool any 
more. I hate you! I hate you! Sure I 
made bills for you. Plenty of bills and you 


know why. Not because I wanted to but 
because I wanted to get back at you. Be- 
cause you treat me like a little fool. You 


never tell me anything about your business, 
how much money you make, what your 
obligations are, how much we can afford 
to spend. Sure, I made bills. But you 
don’t have to worry about bills anymore. 
And if you’re eating your nasty little heart 
out for Eva, you don’t have to any longer 
because I’m leaving. Leaving for good. 
And I’m taking Donny with me. If you 
ever try to get him back from me I'll say 
youre a gambler and prove it.” 

Laura’s brutal attack had taken every- 
thing out of me. I stood, motionless, watch- 
ing her fling herself out of the kitchen and 
down the hall into the baby’s bedroom. 
Iheard her wake Donny, take him into our 
bedroom and lock the door. 

My appetite for a sandwich had been 
blasted away in the confusion. All I wanted 
was sleep. A great burdening sadness 
swept over me as I contrasted the bitter- 
ness stalking our home in such sharp con- 
trast to the laughing, loving times Laura 
and I had always had up until the last few 
months. Well, I shrugged, what was that 
old saying about sleep knitting up the 
ravelled sleeve of care or something? Guess 
I'd hit the hay. In a few hours Laura 
would have forgotten all about our quarrel 
and her empty threats. Then we could 
have the sweetness of making up. 

If I had dreamed for one moment what 
would be going on while I slept. I wouldn’t 
have slumbered like an innocent baby, but 
dog-tiredness and confidence that the do- 
mestic squall would blow over combined 
to produce a powerful sedative. It must 
have been six or seven in the evening when 
Istumbled off the living room studio couch 
where I always slept when Laura and I had 
engaged in a little tiff. Stretching sleepily, 
Iwent to the bedroom door. It was open 
and the room was empty. Then it dawned 
upon me that the house was unnaturally 
quiet. Rapidly, I walked over to Laura’s 
dressing table. Her treasured little per- 
sonal items were gone. I rushed to the 





clothes closet and flung open the door. All 
of Laura’s best clothes were missing. Thor- 
oughly frantic and completely aroused, I 
went to Donny’s room, knowing all the 
while what to expect. It was as empty as 
a bar on Election Day. 

For a moment, panic pounded at my 
heart. Laura and I had quarrelled often 
recently, but she had never gone this far. 
I tried to revive my old easy confidence. 
Laura had probably run home to her folks. 
After a good cry on her mother’s shoulder, 
she’d come back to me. In spite of all my 
efforts to dismiss the incident as just an- 
other love spat, a small insistent depres- 
sion throbbed inside of me. I’d never known 
I could miss Laura so. In the kitchen, 
mechanically, I made myself a Dagwood 
sandwich and popped open an ice-cold 
quart of beer. 

Wandering into my den, I sat down in 
front of my desk and, munching mourn- 
fully, stared at the pile of bills which had 
helped cause our trouble. I picked up my 
bank book, took a quick look at the skimpy 
balance and shook my head sadly. How 
I wished I knew what had come over Laura 
lately. For several months now she had 
been on a spending binge, using mail, tele- 
phone and personal trips to order items 
from the best shops. items which we could 
well use but ill afford, the down-soft wall- 
to-wall living room rug which ran into 
three healthy figures; that costly set of in- 
dividual tables for serving television guests. 
There were several more expensive items 
and a whole raft of smaller purchases 
which really came under the head of luxu- 
ries. If it hadn’t seemed such a fantastic 
idea, I might have come to the conclusion 
that Laura was deliberately trying to wreck 
our financial security. She should have 
known the limits of the none-too-magnifi- 
cent salary of a dispatcher for the city 
transit system, but the way she’d been act- 
ing, you’d think I owned the subway. 

The thing that puzzled me most about 
Laura’s carefree attitude was that it was in 
direct contrast to the way she had acted 
all during our courtship and most of our 
marriage. One of the things that had at- 
tracted me to her in the first place had been 
her sensible attitude toward money. Laura 
came from a Newark family which had 
more mouths to feed than money to spend. 
She had been taught the value of a dollar 
and, almost from the time we met, criti- 
cized me severely about my spendthrift 
ways. 

Money hadn’t meant much to me in those 
days when Laura and I were keeping com- 
pany. I was young and sort of wild. I 
was making a good enough salary as a tem- 
porary post office clerk, looking forward to 
permanent appointment. My mother and 
father, back in Macon, Georgia, were fairly 
comfortable, had everything they wanted 
and objected vigorously when I sent them 
money. I didn’t have any other relatives 
and no serious responsibilities. It was 
nothing to me to spend thirty or forty dol- 
lars “kicking ’em up” as I put it, on week- 
ends. In the circle of acquaintances I had 


made, there were any number of good-look- 
ing, good-time girls who were willing to 
help me spend my money. That’s why it 
was refreshing to me to meet Laura. 


HAT HAPPENED at a Sunday after- 

noon Sugar Hill cocktail party. Wan- 
dering about, thoroughly bored, I collided 
with this petite, pretty girl, dressed in a 
snazzy, tailored navy blue suit. When I 
say collided, I mean just that, for Laura 
was hurriedly on her way out of the door 
and bumped into me, upsetting my Mattini 
and spilling it over the front of my suit. 
She became very flustered and started mur- 
muring apologies. 

“Oh, that’s all right, young lady,” I told 
her with mock melodrama, “I’ve got dozens 
of suits like this one. Nothing to it. Noth- 
ing at all.” 

My ill-concealed annoyance subsided 
when I realized that she was completely 
embarrassed about her carelessness. I 
abandoned my flippant, sarcastic attitude 
and assured her there was no serious dam- 
age done. 

“You do seem to be a young lady in a 
hurry,” I observed. 

She smiled. 

“Tt’s just that I am not having too good 
a time and, once I decided to leave, I just 
wanted to get out in a big hurry,” she ex- 
plained. “Incidentally, I’m Laura Collins.” 

“And I’m Donald Weir,” I reciprocated. 
Then on an impulse, helped along a bit by 
a swift glance at the hazel eyes and trim 
figure, I added: “Why must you go. May- 
be we can save each other from boredom. 
Or, if you must leave, why don’t we stop 
by Smalls’ Paradise and have a long drink 
or three?” 

“Sounds like a good idea,” Laura told 
me. “Only, why spend money. There’s 
plenty to drink here.” 

This was a new switch. Most of the girls 
I knew wanted to spend my money just to 
spend it, it seemed. Not that I cared. Live 
for today was my motto. But Laura was 
something else again. 

There wasn’t anything boring about the 
cocktail party after Laura and I got to- 
gether. In fact, I had a very exciting time 
just sitting around talking with her. Laura 
was a salesgirl in a 125th street depart- 
ment store. She was going to school at 
night, taking business administration and 
had fond dreams of becoming the executive 
secretary type of person who becomes in- 
dispensable to important executives. 

“You’re ambitious,” I complimented her. 
“Most of the girls I know are satisfied to 
work eight hours and call it a day. In fact, 
they’re not even satisfied with that, but go 
around complaining about the tragedy of 
the poor woiking goil.” 

Laura smiled. 

“Well, I’m not exactly an eager beaver, 
you know,” she said. “But I guess I’m 
pretty well fed up with this business of not 
ever having enough. That’s the way I grew 
up and, if I ever have any children, I don’t 
want it to be like that for them. That’s 
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why I’m skimping and saving and plan- 
ning.” 

Funny that these words should come back 
to me so clearly three years later as I sat 
at my desk in the deserted apartment with 
a pile of bills in front of me. Sometimes 
it seems impossible that such extremes of 
happiness and despair can happen to the 
same person in the same lifetime. It was 
almost like a dream sitting there, thinking 
back on the happiness Laura and I had 
shared. 

That cocktail party started things off for 
Laura and me. We left the party and had 
dinner at a cute downtown restaurant. the 
like of which I had never dreamed existed 
in New York. It was Laura’s idea. The 
food was delicious and the prices absurdly 
low. I gasped with amazement when I 
looked at the check. 

“What’s the matter?” Laura wanted to 

know. “Are we going to have to wash 
dishes or shall I get ready to run for my 
life?” 
“Neither,” I grinned. “I was just won- 
dering if they made a mistake. Usually 
these restaurants want an arm and a leg for 
a spot of chow.” 

She smiled proudly. 

“That’s just why I brought you here,” 
she said. “You stick around with me, little 
boy. and Ill show you how to have a good 
time and make bank deposits too.” 

We really warmed up to each other that 
night and I kissed her for the first time— 
across a restaurant table of all places. 

Laura might have been kidding when she 
said that. but I took it seriously. I did 
“stick around” with her for a number of 
months. We caught Broadway matinees, 
out-of-the-way movie houses which made a 
specialty of reviving old hits and quaint, 
reasonable eating places. Before I knew it, 
I was under Laura’s spell, not only because 
she was practical, without being a penny- 
pincher, but also because she was sweet, 
warm-hearted and unique. I hadn’t dreamed 
of anything like matrimony, believing that 
was something to consider when middle- 
age came along, but one night I found my- 
self begging Laura to marry me and feel- 
ing a dead weight lifted from my heart 
when she consented. 

Our marriage was ideal for almost a 
Then came the period of discon- 
tent. Things got slow at the post office. 
I got less and less work. Laura’s salary. 
which we had been banking became more 
and more necessary for the running of the 
house. I had many idle hours, sitting 
around the house, hoping the post office 
situation would brighten. Laura began ask- 
ing, at first timidly, then with increasing 
regularity, why I didn’t try to find a part- 
time job. 

“Oh, don’t worry about it,” I would tell 
her. “Things will get straight again soon.” 

“But we’re eating into our bank account 
heavily already, Don,” she protested. ““How 
do you know how long it’s going to take be- 
fore things get straight?” 

I tried to ignore Laura’s growing anxiety 
and to dismiss from my mind the fact that 


year. 
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she was beginning to nag me about things. 
Yet, slowly a hard core of resentment was 
growing inside of me. After all, it wasn’t 
as though I refused to work. This was just 
a temporary slump. Hadn’t I provided for 
her to the best of my ability, given her 
everything I could. The idea took root in 
my mind that Laura hated to see me lying 
in bed when she had to get up to go out 
to work; that she took very seriously the 
fact that she was paying the bills. 

The explosion came one morning. 
was on her way out of the door, bound for 
work, when I called her. 

“Honey,” I said. “Leave me a couple 
of dollars.” 

She paused at the door. 

“How much?” she wanted to know. 

I half-rose in bed. In the first place I 
hadn’t liked asking her for money. In the 
second place, her tone clearly indicated dis- 
gust. 

“How much is a couple of dollars?” I 
called back nastily. 

She came back into the room, her face 
set and her expression cold. 

“T asked because I only have one dollar 
in change.” she explained. taking it out of 
her purse and tossing it on the bed. 

I was infuriated. 

“Suppose you just keep that little stink- 
ing dollar then,” I shouted. “I don’t need 
you to throw money at me like I’m a beg- 
gar. I shouldn’t have asked.” 

Laura gave me a hurt, shocked look, 
turned on her heel and walked out. It had 
been our first real quarrel. The influence 
of that quarrel lasted too. I got dressed 
and walked out of the house that day, leav- 
ing the despised dollar bill on the bed. I 
dropped by the apartment of Jim Hubb, a 
post office buddy. and borrowed five dol- 
lars. I bought myself a fifth of bourbon 
and proceeded to get pretty drunk. When 
Laura came home. tired and out of sorts. I 
glared at her, turned over and went to sleep 
with my clothes on. Oh, of course we made 
up later. but the scars of that argument 
were still there. Stubbornly. I determined 
that I would never again approach Laura 
on the subject of money and that the min- 
ute I could get myself stable in my job 
again, I would stop her from working. 
Woman’s place was in the home anyway, 
I decided. Let the best of them work and 
they get real independent and unmanage- 
It would make me feel big, make me 


Laura 


able. 


feel like a man again to have her home. 


waiting for me every night, dependent on 
me. 


N Y CHANCE came soon. When I went 
over to Jim’s several weeks later to 

return the loan, he told me excitedly: 

“Say, I understand they’re taking on a 
bunch of people as conductors on the In- 
dependent line. You took the exam didn’t 
you?” 

“T certainly did, Jim.” I replied. 

“Probably it would be a better deal than 
waiting around for things to work out in 
the post office.” Jim advised me. “Things 
look fairly uncertain there for temporary 


workers. Why don’t you phone the union 
office and see what you can do?” 

I'll always be grateful for Jim’s advice, 
I got the job. The day I got it, by coinci- 
dence, was the day Laura finished her busi- 
ness administration course. She came home 
in high spirits. 

“T’ve got wonderful news, Don.” she said, 
“You know I got my grades tonight and the 
instructor not only complimented me on my 
work, but he has an interview lined up for 
me with one of the executives of a down- 
town shop.” 

I looked at her slowly. 

“T’ve got better news,” I answered. “I’ve 
got a steady job, a good job with the city 
as a conductor with the possibility of pro. 


motions and real security—so, honey, 
you're not going to have to work.” 
Laura’s eyes opened wide. 
“You mean stay home, Don. Me stay 


home and miss out on the chance I’ve been 
working for all this time?” 

“That’s it, dear,” I replied firmly. “My 
ambition has been to have you at home. 
My job will be more than adequate to take 
care of us.” 

Laura looked at me in disbelief. Then 
she said slowly: “I won’t do it Don. | 
won't give this up. You've no right to ask 
me.” 

I was firm. 

“T’ve got the right of a husband,” I told 
her. “I’m sorry, Laura. I know you're dis- 
appointed, but this is the best way for us— 
the only way. In fact. I’m sure that it will 
wreck our marriage to have the both of us 
working, getting irritable with each other 
and having constant fights.” 

Laura begged and pleaded. For the first 
time she used the weapon of tears, but even 
that didn’t work. I remained adamant. 

I stuck by my guns and eventually Laura 
gave up. but things were never the same 
between us after that. The old intimacy 
of long. nonsensical conversations after 
midnight was gone. I began to look for- 
ward to my weekly poker games as my only 
relaxation and Laura became more with- 
drawn. Then, just a few months ago she 
began on this shopping spree. I had talked 
with her about it again and again. but she 
always gave me the same reply. 

“You said your job would be adequate 
for what we wanted. Well, I saw some: 
thing I wanted downtown and I bought it. 
If you let me work, I wouldn’t have so 
much time to shop and, besides, we could 
get a lot of things without worrying about 
where the money was coming from.” 

Even when I got a promotion to the job 
of dispatcher, I was way over my head in 
debt. Then along came Don, Jr., a sweet 
baby. if ever, but. like all babies, expen- 
sive. 

Now Laura and the baby were gone over 
some silly argument. The dusk was fi- 
tering across the sky and I begai to feel 
lonelier than ever. Maybe I'd give in and 
phone Laura’s mother’s house, talk to my 
wife like a reasonable man who’s sorry for 
his loss of temper and get her to come 
back. I went to the phone, dialed the 
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Newark number. Laura’s mother answered. 
“Ts Laura in, Mrs. Collins?” I asked. 
“Yes, she’s in, but she told me she 


? 


doesn’t want to speak to you, Don,” the 
yoice said. 

“Look, mom,” I insisted. “I just want 
a 
“Well, Pll ask her, son, but you know 
Laura when her mind’s made up,” Mrs. 
Collins said in a regretful voice. 

I waited impatiently as she went away 
from the phone. A minute later she was 
back, even more regretful. 

“Sorry, Don,” she said. “Laura’s in a 
terrible mood. Won’t even answer me.” 
Then she added in a lower tone: “Why 
don’t you just come on out here and get her, 
son, That’s what my old man used to do 
when I jumped up and ran home.” 

“Thanks, mom,” I answered stiffly. “If 
she doesn’t want to come back, I won’t beg 
her. Good night, mom.” I hung up. 

I was sore all over again. The devil with 
it, I decided. Guess I’d go get myself a bot- 
tle and forget about it. 

Down at the package store, I brightened 
as I glimpsed a familiar face. It belonged 
to “Doc” Glenn, an old college buddy. We'd 
always called him “Doc.” because, even 
though he was a regular guy and liked his 
liquor and women, he consistently stood at 
the head of the class. 

“Why, you old son of a gun,” Doc shout- 
ed joyously. “You really buried yourself 
away when you got married, didn’t you?” 

“Guess I just don’t get around much any 
more, Doc,” I said. “Say, what are you 
doing this evening. How about stopping by 
my place. I’m getting ready to invest in a 
jug and we can talk over old times and sort 
of catch up on what’s been happening.” 

“Don’t mind if I do, son,” Doc told me 
agreeably. “I’m not turning down any free 
whiskey.” 

It had been a month of Sundays since I’d 
seen Doc who had been one of my favorite 
people at school. Sitting down with him in 
my living room, relaxed and simulating one 
of those old bull sessions we had so much 
enjoyed at NYU, I was able to push aside 
my worry about Laura and the kid. That 
is, until Doc brought them into the discus- 
sion. 

“Say,” he asked, “what’re you doin’? 
Batchin’ these days. Heck, I was looking 
forward to meeting the wife and child.” 

“Yeah, I’m batchin’ for a while, Doc,” I 
said. I was interested in changing that sub- 
ject real fast. “What was the point you 
were about to make about. . . .” 

“Hold up, son,” Doc told me, shooting 
me a familiar look. Back in college, Doc 
had been sort of a father confessor for me. 
Even though he was a year younger than I, 
he had always known exactly what to say in 
any situation. He knew me like a book too. 
Good Lord, I said to myself, here it comes. 

“Hold up,” Doc repeated. “You know 
what? I smell trouble. I think I’m a good 
enough friend of yours to butt into your 
affairs and that you're a good enough 
friend of mine to tell me to mind my own 


business. But son, I smell a rat. Are you 
sure you and your old lady aren’t having 
trouble?” 

There wasn’t much sense in trying to pull 
the wool over Doc’s eyes. I never had been 
able to do that. So I broke down and told 
him the whole story from beginning to end. 


OC LISTENED sympathetically and I 
could tell his keen mind was working 
fast. When Id finished, I sat, watching him. 
Doc stubbed out a cigarette. poured him- 
self another stiff one and began talking. 

“Want me to tell you the first mistake 
you made?” he asked. 

I was thoroughly taken aback. Here I 
had been expecting Doc to tell me how 
mistreated I’d been and he was starting off 
with the first mistake / had made. 

“Go ahead,” I said a little resentfully. 

“Your first mistake,” Doc began, “was in 
not getting straight; not sitting down and 
planning with Laura the financial and eco- 
nomic end of your life together. There are 
lots of husbands and wives who have dif- 
ferences of opinion about these matters— 
whether the wife should work or stay at 
home—who should handle the family 
finances. But they don’t let these problems 
wreck their marriages. Why? Because they 
talk things over, get to know how each 
other feels and come to sensible agree- 
ments. 

“You know, Don,” Doc continued seri- 
ously, “I was just reading recently some 
terribly interesting Gallup poll figures on 
why married couples break up. You know 
my passion for recalling figures. Well, the 
results of the poll showed that in 71 per 
cent of the nation’s families women either 
manage the budget or share the responsi- 
bility for managing it with their husbands. 
In only 29 per cent of the families, men 
dominate handling of the budget com- 
pletely. 

“In fact. Don, women, more and more, 
are taking over control of the country’s 
wealth. That’s proven by facts unearthed 
by the Metropolitan Life Insurance Com- 
pany. They found out, for instance, that 
nearly half the stockholders who own cor- 
porations in America are women. Two of 
every three mutual savings bank accounts 
are held by men and 40 percent of the 
homes in America are in women’s names.” 

“Shucks,” I interposed angrily. “That 
only means just what I’ve thought all along. 
Women are trying to take over the darned 
country. Men don’t wear the pants any 
more.” 

Doc smiled tolerantly. 

“You could be right, Don,” he admitted. 
“But I don’t think so. You see, there’s quite 
a bit of evidence that women are better 
managers than men. Do you know that most 
managers of loan companies prefer to make 
loans to men applicants whose wives co- 
sign. They’ve found out that husbands are 
often backward and dilatory about paying 
notes, while wives are fairly prompt. 

“You know there was a funny story about 
that very same sort of thing,” Doc went on. 


“When they had a bus drivers’ strike in 
New York City once, a lot of the drivers, 
who weren't collecting their wages, made 
loans. Some of them weren’t able to—or 
didn’t keep up the payments. But you know 
what happened? The only loans that were 
in arrears were those for which wives hadn’t 
co-signed. Of course, I don’t mean to say 
that this kind of thing works out that way 
in all cases, but it seems to hold true in the 
majority. I'll bet, if you’re honest with your- 
self, you'll admit that you’ve put off paying 
bills a number of times to do other less 
necessary things with the money.” 

Doc looked me squarely in the eye and 
my own eyes dropped in confusion. 

“You could be right, Doc,” I admitted. 
“T know, for instance, that every once in a 
while, I’ve procrastinated on paying my car 
note because I’d pinched off a little here 
and there to play poker and I figured I 
might as well wait until I could replace 
what I’d borrowed. Then sometimes the 
whole payment would slip away from me 
and I’d be that much more behind.” 

Doc nodded. 

“Truthfully,” he asked. “Can you im- 
agine your wife figuring that way?” 

“Well, no,” I answered. “Not several 
months ago, but, Doc, in the past few 
months she’s been downright extravagant 
and foolish in spending money.” 

Doc replied triumphantly. 

“Yes, and you know why? She probably 
figures that if you’re not interested in main- 
taining the finances on an even keel and if 
you're going to keep everything a dark 
secret, why should she worry? You say 
she’s extravagant. Tell me, Don, just how 
much money have you lost this year playing 
poker?” 

I made rapid calculations and the result 
made me whistle softly in amazement. 

“Well, I usually set aside about ten dol- 
lars which I feel I can afford to lose,” I 
replied. “But, of course, you know how that 
is. You get bad breaks and yet you figure 
the next hand will be a good one. I’ve only 
come out on top twice. Once I won fifteen 
bucks and another time twenty-five. But I 
play about twice a month and I guess I’ve 
lost an average of ten-fifteen dollars each 
time. That hits over three hundred dollars 
a year.” 

Doc nodded. 

“Lotta money,” he commented. 

“Then, how about drinking?” he contin- 
ued. “As I recall, you were a pretty easy 
drinker. Didn’t swill a lot. But you told me 
how you reacted when you quarrelled with 
Laura. How you went out and bought a bot- 
tle pretty nearly every time. Fact, I knew 
you were down in the dumps tonight be- 
cause you were buying liquor. Of course, a 
guy deserves a drink and it’s even a good 
idea to keep some around the house for 
sane and sensible consumption. But, gosh, 
Don, what a waste-of money, buying liquor 
to blow off a mad! Why don’t you try buy- 
ing her a dollar box of candy or taking her 
to a show after you’ve had a fight. That 
would mean you and she would make up. 
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Nerves All Upset 
from “Change of Life 


W. Va. Woman says 
doctor’s discovery did ; 
her world of good 
Mrs. Helen Toms, Kim- § 






ball, W. Va., is thrilled 
at how Dr. Pierce’s 
Favorite Prescription 


helped her during ‘Change of Life’’. 
She writes, ‘It has done me a world of 
good. My nerves are better and I feel 
better generally. I can tell all women 
going through ‘Change of Life’ your 
medicine is wonderful.”’ 

If you are weak, nervous and run-down 
because of functional distress due to 
Change of Life’’, try this remarkable 
medicine. It works 3 wonderful ways to 
help you. First, taken for a time, it re- 
laxes that nervous tension. Second, as 
a uterine sedative it helps soothe that 
important organ. Third, it acts as a 
stomachic tonic to help build up your 
resistance. Give Dr. Pierce’s Favorite 
Prescription a chance to help you! At 
your druggist’s in liquid or tablets. 
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LEARN AT HOME—SPARE TIME 


Fascinating field. Design own ward- 
robe at considerable saving. Gain 
experience designing for others. It 
may lead to thrilling career—even 
a shop of your own some day. Basic 

“learn-by-doing’” course under 
guidance of qualified teachers pro- 
vides excellent starting point for a 
career. Send for free —— “Ad- 
ventures it in_D Dress 3 Desis sign 







NATIONAL SCHOOL ‘OF oD DRESS ‘DESIGN 
835 Diversey Parkway Dept. 3231 Chicago 14, im. 
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You wouldn’t feel the need to drink and 
you'd save money.” 

I guess Doc must have talked for two 
hours. The more he talked, the more I be- 
gan to see where I had been blind and 
made foolish errors. He didn’t put all the 
blame on me. He was fair about it, I had to 
admit. But he did point out to me that I 
had unfairly used my position as a husband 
and wage-earner when | got my subway job 
and dictatorially commanded Laura not to 
work. For some women, he pointed out, the 
well-known “place in the home” is not 
enough. Doc didn’t take sides as to whether 
I should have agreed to Laura’s working, 
but he did object strenuously to the way 
I had ordered her around about it and 
issued an ultimatum to gain my point. 

I really saw the light when Doc stood up 
to go. One of the most telling things Doc 
pointed out to me was that it was incon- 
ceivable that a girl who had Laura’s point 
of view about being sensible in money mat- 


ters had changed basically overnight. 

Seeing Doc to the door of the apartment, 
I grasped his hand and thanked him for the 
straight talk he had given me. 

“T didn’t know you were a marriage 
counsellor,” I kidded him. 

“I’m not, Don,” he told me, “I just know 
that marriage is give and take. You see, my 
mother and dad had the same problems 
you're having now and they solved them 
with reasonableness, compromise and kind- 
ness. You can do the same. 

I couldn’t wait to get my hat and coat on 
after Doc had left. It was almost midnight, 
but I was bound for Newark. I was going to 
take my mother-in-law’s advice and go 
bring my wife home personally. I was going 
to take Doc’s advice and make her my 
partner in everything which concerned our 
marriage. Maybe we'd still have unpaid 
bills, but at least, we’d figure our way out 
of them together. 





Real Life Dramas 
(Continued from Page 47) 


from the store. 

That was the girl’s story. 

The judge turned to the man. 

“She had-no share in the store. I bought 
the place with my own money,” he said. 
“She has brought action against me only 
because I have disassociated myself from 
her after repeated quarrels and misunder- 
standings as a result of a love affair. Upon 
learning of my new acquaintance and girl 
friend, she began this suit to make things 
as uncomfortable as possible.” 

The puzzled Supreme Court justice shook 
his head and reserved decision on the girl’s 
application for a receivership of the store 
and an accounting of the business’s funds. 
The most sensible conclusion at which he 
could arrive at the moment was that here 
was a love affair which had gone from hot 
dogs to cold potatoes. 

* & & 
HE widow was sobbing in the front 
room of her dimly-lit Philadelphia home. 

It was tough enough to be a widow, but 
even worse when you had been a bride 
of less than six month. 

If there was any consolation in the 
widow’s dark thoughts, it was realizing 
that her man had died a hero. He had 
been an usher in a large theatre. While 
on duty one night, he had passed by the 
manager’s office and noticed a masked man 
levelling a pistol against the manager’s 
head as the latter twirled the dial of the 
office safe. Tip-toeing past the office, her 
man had hid in the shadows and waited 
for the bandit to come out of the manager’s 
office. Then he had lunged for the thief 
and tackled him. In the scuffle, the robber 
had broken away, pumped three bullets 
into the body of the heroic usher. and es- 
caped. 

They had come to tell the widow about 
her husband’s death. It had been hard for 
her to take. They had courted for more than 


a year and to her, he had become the most 
important person on earth. 

Together, she and her husband were sav- 
ing money, planning to buy a home, looking 
forward to the day when they would be 
able to afford to have children. Perhaps 
two. A boy for her and a girl for him. 

Then, in the midst of their wonderful 
life together, this horrible tragedy had 
come to blight everything. 

She gazed dully at the stack of news- 
papers a sympathetic friend had placed on 
the armchair—her late husband’s favorite 
armchair. She knew, without looking, what 
the newspaper stories would say. 

Listlessly, she crossed the room and 
picked up the newspaper on top of the 
heap. There was her man’s picture and 
a long story. Her eyes lit with pride as 
she read—until, with great horror—she 
came across a name. It was the name 
of a woman who revealed that she was the 
wife of the heroic usher; that they had a 
three-year-old child; that they had become 
estranged, but had been planning recently 
to be reconciled. The widow sank back 
into her chair. Her mind seemed crazed 
with disbelief. It seemed incredible that 
the heroic husband she had adored had so 
deceived her; that, in the first place, he had 
never mentioned another wife; that he had 
been seeing his real wife even while mar- 
ried to her. She wondered if there was a 
possibility that there was a mistake. Then 
she recalled that the story had stated the 
real wife had produced a marriage certif- 
cate to prove her story. She thought bit- 
terly about the clothes she had purchased 
for her “husband’s” burial. She wondered 
how it would be possible for her to go to 
the funeral and face an unknown woman 
who, without intending to, had robbed her 
of the only ease she had for her grief. 

The widow thought bitterly that the man 
who had never caused her a moment’s s0F- 
row while he lived, had broken her heart 
from his grave. 


THE END 
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How He Proposed 
(Continued from Page 7) 


track star. Jesse was 17 and wouldn’t be 
18 until September 12, but we decided to 
go ahead and get married anyhow. Jesse 
was then half owner of an ancient (I guess 
it was a 1914) Model T Ford. A close pal 
of his. Dave Albritton, owned the other 
half of the jalopy which had cost them 
exactly $15. 

Jesse induced Dave to drive with us to 
Erie, Pennsylvania, and on July 5, 1931, we 
were married by a justice of the peace. 
Dave was Jesse’s best man and one of 
Dave’s girl friends who accompanied us, 
stood up for me. We had to falsify our 
ages, but we didn’t care. All we wanted 
was to be married. 

Our wedding day dinner was made up of 
hot dogs and root beer and Jesse was start- 
ing out as a husband with a total bankroll 
of $10! 

When we returned to Cleveland, the se- 
riousness of what we had done gave us 
plenty of worry as we tried to figure out 
what to tell our parents. After talking it 
over for several days, we decided not to 
tell them. Jesse carried the license for 
a while and I carried it in between times. 

This continued until one night when 
Jesse had stayed in my parlor with me 
until after 1 a.m. My father came down- 
stairs and wanted to know what he was 
doing in the house so late. Dad raised the 
roof and Jesse, hot-tempered as he was 
then, resented it and told my dad that I 
was his wife. When dad asked for proof, 
Jesse pulled from his hip pocket the worn, 
dirty and greasy license. Dad hit the 
ceiling. The upshot of it all was that he 
put us both out. My mother, who also dis- 
liked the idea of my jumping up and get- 
ting married at 15, nevertheless prevailed 
upon dad not to be too hasty. 

Jesse, meanwhile, got us a room costing 
$3 a week. He was working in the NYA 
at school for $15 a week, cleaning up the 
greenhouse and managing a shoe shine 
shop on weekends for $15 to $20. This was 
enough to support us.- We lived together 
as we were entitled to. After several 
months I became pregnant. Then I went 
home to mother and Jesse went back to 
stay with his own parents. 


Our marriage wasn’t generally known at 
the time because in Cleveland high schools 
if a boy was married, he could not compete 
on athletic teams. But Jesse got a special 
dispensation through Philney Powers, prin- 
cipal of East Tech, to participate in sports, 
even though he was married. 

My oldest daughter, Gloria, now 19, was 
a year old when her father graduated from 
East Tech. 

The years rolled by to 1935 and Jesse 
became a champion track star, getting big 
writeups in the papers and all the honors 
he could carry shortly after he had entered 
Ohio State University. That year, his team 
went to California for a dual meet with 
Southern California and the National Col- 
legiates at Berkeley. 

While on the coast, Jesse met a girl and 
got involved with her. The Associated 
Press and other news services carried 
stories that he was going to be married to 
her. When I read the stories, I almost 
went out of my mind and I wired him 
threatening to sue him although I knew he 
didn’t have two quarters to rub together. 

He did have a job in the State Depart- 
ment of Ohio. He wired me back a lovely 
reply. He said he knew my mother always 
wanted me to have a big wedding and that 
he was going to give me one on the same 
day we had been married four years earlier, 
in 1931, July 5. 

After the National AAU meet at Lincoln, 
Nebraska, Jesse took a train to Cleveland 
where he was met by Jack Clowser of the 
Cleveland Daily News and a swarm of other 
newspapermen. Clowser intervened to get 
the Cleveland Marriage License Bureau to 
remain open until Jesse got in town that 
evening. He arrived at 5 p.m. on July 5. 

A half hour after he got into town, Jesse 
proposed to me again. He got the license. 
Officials waived the three-day rule and we 
were married again in a splendid ceremony 
at my mother’s home with the Rev. Ernest 
Hall, the pastor of my church, officiating. 
Jesse’s parents, Henry and Emma Owens, 
who have since passed on, were present. 

Today we are living in our own home on 
Chicago’s South Side and we are very, very 
happy with our three daughters, Gloria, a 
junior at Ohio State; Beverly, 14, and 
Marlene, 12. 





On The Records 


(Continued from Page 9) 
on lyrics and instrumental. 

That Jordan, hitherto best known as a 
combo artist, is able to click very hand- 
somely with a big band comes as no great 
surprise to the real informed critics of 
jazz. They know that the Arkansas-born 
batoneer qualifies as one of the most versa- 
tile jazzmen of all times. Jordan sings a 
good song, blows an equally good alto sax. 
Such performances go over with fans, no 
matter what the setting. 

* & & 

RECORD OF THE MONTH: Mer- 

cury’s An Oscar for Treadwell/Mohawk 


with alto stylist Charlie Parker leading a 
session of all-stars on a pair that swings 
briskly around some clever bop figures. 
Bird, trumpeter Dizzy Gillespie and _ pi- 
anist Thelonious Monk pace the sides; 
Parker’s quaint passages being particular- 
ly stimulating. Diz shows the influence of 
Roy Eldridge, blowing his solos on the 
coupling with a driving kind of vigor that 
makes for some real listenable moments. 
Here is good collector stuff .. . GOOD: 
Columbia’s Out o’ Breath/After Hours, 
two recent ballads chirped in the catchy 
patterns of silky-voiced chanteuse Sarah 
Vaughan at relaxed paces. Paul Weston’s 
big band backs with unusual spirit. 
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(Continued from Page 47) 


but enough chemical difference to evade 
the patent law. If such a drug is found it 
is usually sold with claims of improvement 
over the original. 

Now the patent medicine manufacturer 
steps in for some of the gravy. He buys 
the drug on the open market, dilutes it to 
an almost ineffective concentration, pack- 
ages it in an impressive dress. advertises it 
in glowing but misleading phrases, and 
places it with drugstores for over-the- 
counter sales. People will naturally associ- 
ate the patent medicine with what they have 
read in newspapers and magazines and 
with what their own doctor has probably 
told them. They do not know the limita- 
tions, the indications, and even the dangers 
of the drug. Neither do they take into ac- 
count the unjustified expense of the prep- 
aration in relation to the actual amount of 
the active substance it contains. 

Of course the official medical organiza- 
tions and the Federal Foods and Drugs Act 
attempt to regulate these activities but the 
laws are not stringent and can be circum- 
vented by certain trade tricks. 

Perhaps the most exploited medicines of 
all times are the vitamins. The vitamin 
business is said to be the second or third 
largest in the country. Yet doctors who 
are experts in nutrition say that there is 
very little necessity for the artificial admin- 
istration of vitamins. They are not really 
medicines any more than porkchops, eggs. 
or potatoes are medicines. They are foods. 
If one eats a balanced diet regularly all the 
necessary vitamins in sufficient quantities 
are taken in this way. Everybody occasion- 
ally feels tired and weak. Patent medicine 
advertisers claim this is due to a lack of 
vitamins and scare people into buying their 
products for relief. The effect on these 
symptoms are about as fanciful as the con- 
cept of Popeye’s spinach. The old time 
“spring tonic” has fallen by the wayside 
but vitamins have taken its place. Even 
doctors sometimes yield to the temptation 
to use them thoughtlessly. Often when a 
doctor cannot or will not find the real cause 
of a complaint he will prescribe vitamins 
just as, under similar conditions, he pre- 
scribes something to “open the bowels” or 
“counteract an acid condition.” 

Fortunately, indiscriminate use of vita- 
mins is not harmful although a baby did 
die recently because of an overdose of vita- 
min D. But in most instances the differ- 
ence between active and harmful doses is 
too large to be easily overstepped. The 
biggest sin against the lavish use of vita- 
mins is the huge cost of an unnecessary 
item. 


Probably the greatest medical discovery 
in the past fifty years has been penicillin, 
accidentally discovered ten years ago by 
an obscure English bacteriologist. Sensing 
that there might be other substances 
like penicillin, scientists made thorough 
searches and found a whole series of simi- 
lar drugs called antibiotics which include 
—in addition to penicillin—streptomycin, 
aureomycin, terramycin, bacitracin and 
others. The important thing to remember 
is that while these are truly wonder drugs 
they are by no means cure-alls. They are 
active against certain specific infections 
caused by certain specific germs and 
viruses. They are not active against all 
infections and certainly not against dis. 
eases which are not infections. 

Nearly everybody now knows about peni- 
cillin and other antibiotics but not about 
their limitations. Patients will go to doc. 
tors and demand penicillin for just about 
any condition they may have. Unscrupu- 
lous or unthinking doctors will give it to 
them even though they know or should 
know that it can have no possible beneficial 
effect. 

The amount of penicillin that is sold is 
out of all proportion to the estimated indi- 
cation for its use. This can be attributed 
only to the fact that the public has had 
its hopes and curiosity so unduly aroused 
that it expects and demands penicillin for 
conditions in which it can serve no useful 
purpose. Aside from the waste of a valu- 
able drug which is still produced in limited 
quantities, there are serious dangers from 
the unrestricted use of penicillin. It may 
cause severe and unpleasant reactions. 
There may be skin rashes, hives, deafness, 
and an individual may become so sensi- 
tized to penicillin that a subsequent more 
necessary administration may produce fatal 
reactions. Even more serious is the possi- 
bility that disease germs will become ac- 
climated to incorrect dosages so that they 
are not killed off even when huge amounts 
of the drug are given later. It is a fact 
that certain germs growing in the body, 
particularly in the intestinal tract, are nec- 
essary for health. Indiscreet and unneces- 
sary doses of antibiotics will kill off these 
friendly germs and new diseases more dift- 
cult to cure appear. 

What has been said about penicillin ap- 
plies also to the sulfa drugs. Caution with 
these is even more important because they 
are more easily available and cheaper. 
Taken in too large and too frequent doses 
sulfa will inevitably cause severe damage 
to important and vital organs far more 
serious than the slight infections for which 
they might be taken. Like penicillin, sulfa 
drugs will not cure all infections. It re- 
quires skilled knowledge and experience 
to know which diseases will be cured and 
which sulfa drug should be used for there 
are many of them. 

A series of drugs now in the forefront of 
popular attention is the antihistamines, in- 
troduced for the purpose of controlling 
certain forms of allergy. They were found 
extremely effective in hay fever, hives, and 
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certain skin allergies. In other allergic 
conditions they are of slight value. An 
inadvertent and premature medical report 
recently attempted to show that the com- 
mon cold is a form of allergy curable with 
antihistamines. A popular magazine fea- 
tured this report with the result that patent 
medicine manufacturers were given a good 
platform from which to ballyhoo medicines 
to meet the desire of everybody for a quick 
and certain way to cure a cold. Antihista- 
mines used for this purpose proved to be 
a medical mirage. Elaborate and carefully 
planned tests show that a full-blown cold is 
in no way affected. Occasionally in certain 
exceptions the severity of the cold may be 
lessened when antihistamines are given at 
an early stage. Used for the original pur- 
pose, namely, the control of certain aller- 
gies, these drugs are valuable. Use for 
any other purpose may prove a costly mis- 
take for they often produce dangerous side 
effects. 

When the sex hormones were discovered 
they were hailed as the long sought for 
solution to the age-old problems of senility 
and sexual impotency. As years of expe- 
rience passed these hopes have been 
blasted. No senile person has ever been 
made younger and no worn out roue has 
ever been revitalized with these or any 
other drugs. Sex hormones remain, how- 
ever, extremely useful medicines in several 
important conditions. They are valuable 
in the control of the unpleasant symptoms 
of women during the change of life. They 
help in the physical development of chil- 
dren who suffer from a congenital deficien- 
cy of sex glands. They may control the 
depression in young men and women who 
have suffered accidental or surgical castra- 
tion. They have miracle-like action in the 
control of cancer of the breast and of the 
prostate gland and possibly in other forms 
of cancer. Other than these limited effects 
they have little medical use notwithstand- 
ing the blatant claims of drugstore-sold 
nostrums, 

Two new wonderful drugs are now before 
the public, ACTH (AdrenoCorticoTropic 
Hormone) and cortisone. They were de- 
scribed first as a method of treating certain 
forms of arthritis. In this role they are 


Newer knowl- 


little short of miraculous. 
edge has shown their remarkable action in 


treating other diseases. In short, it is be- 
ing proved that these substances are among 
the basic substances of the body which 
enable it to meet the stress and strain of 
human existence. However, everything is 
not known about them. Doctors who study 
them issue grave warning that while they 
have great curative action and may prove 
the most valuable drugs of all time, they 
have extremely dangerous potentialities 
which now limit their use. Until proper 
dosages have been worked out and exact 
indications for their use have been de- 
termined they should be used with great 
caution. Nevertheless, at great expense, 
many patients have been treated with these 
drugs for diseases that can be easily man- 
aged with other medicines. This supplies 
another example of popular demand forc- 
ing physicians with little sales resistance 
into discreet professional action. While 
ACTH and cortisone are yet too scarce and 
expensive to use in patent medicines, there 
are preparations sold in drugstores for 
which advertisers make the same medical 
effects. 

Many other new drugs, such as the am- 
moniated dentifrices, cancer cures, and tu- 
berculosis cures, are advertised with claims 
exaggerated far above the cautious modest 
statements of the original discoverers. And 
there will be more. An entirely new type 
of medicine is being studied by the medi- 
cal profession; the radioactive substances 
that are by-products of the atom bomb 
manufacture. It will not be long before 
these will reach the patent medicine com- 
panies. And what a field day they will 
have when they can ballyhoo the associa- 
tion of their medicines with the atom bomb. 

The best advice that can be given is that 
when you are ill you should not go to the 
drugstore for treatment. You will not only 
not get well but you will have to go to the 
doctor in the end. Consequently, you must 
pay twice. And when you see your doctor 
do not demand or even suggest a certain 
type of medicine. Let him remain free to 
select in his mature and considered judg- 
ment what will be best for you. 


THE END 
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her! 


Start now to have a lighter, 
brighter skin appearance with 





Wouldn’t you be thrilled and delighted to 
have a skin appearance that is so lovely and 
irresistible and, oh, so kissable? Star Glow 
Skin Lightener has been used by thousands 

. so why don’t you try it, too? Send for 
the big jar today on our generous guarantee of 
complete satisfaction or your money will be 
sent back to you. 


STAR GLOW bcepr. 1-11 








1 1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, Ill. 

i 

3 Please rush to me a 6-week supply of Stor Glow Skin 

7 Lightener on your money back guarantee offer 

3 OC | enclose $1.20 O Send COD. tor $100 
Send postpaid, tax poid plus tox ond postoge 

i 

§ Nome 

: Address. 

8 City. State 
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Men QC 


Women 


with lovely, lustrous, 
thrilling hair 
appearance! 






Raveen’s 
new scientific 

formula works to help stop 
dry scalp, splitting hair, breaking ends. 


you’ve been looking and looking for some- 
ling that would glorify your hair and give it 
beautiful and glamorous appearance, 
\VEEN may be the answer to your prayers. 
2AVEEN gets to work on that dry, itchy, 
y scalp and helps Nature to give you the 
pearance that goes with shining billows of 
ig, lustrous hair you’ve always wanted. If the 
eth of your hair has been affected by its un- 
dryness, you owe it to yourself to try 
tAVEEN on our generous no risk offer. 


Woney Gack Guarantee! 


Try RAVEEN accord- 

ing to directions. If 
not completely sat- 
isfied, return unused 
portion of jar and 
full purchase price 
will be immediately 
refunded. 
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RAVEEWN Dept. tc1 


1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, Ill. 
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ease send me RAVEEN at once on your guar- 
teed no risk offer, 


| enclose $1.20 
Send C.O.D. plus postage 
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poems of 


devotion 





BY RUTH 


LOTION 


Darling, I tried to wait 
Let this at least be said 
Alas, you come too late 


I’ve sold my dreams for bread— 


They were so pretty too 
You would have loved them much 
When they were shining new 


And charming to the touch— 


What? Put them back again? 
And all or part reclaim? 
The faded dreams 


The traded dreams 





Are never quite the same 


They’re never quite the same 
Darling, you understand 
How could I offer you 


Love that is second hand. 


You still hold out your heart ? 
To take it I am loth 
But what a dear temptation—God! 


You’ve dreams enough for both. 





D. GIBBS 
DEVOTION 


We are not so rich 

As once we were, 

When love was at the Spring 

When time was in its prime 

When night lay glamorous 

In all her jewelry 

Perfumed with Summer’s gardens: 

But come 

Let me hold you while the ageing year 

With lessening treasure hurries to its 
end. 

And through each winter storm 

We'll mingle sighs 

And keep each other warm. 


NOTION 


Your eyes 

Your tender eyes that loved me so 

Now glisten with a light I do not know. 

And, oh, the lips that were so warm on 
mine 

Are cold, are cold 

And salt as ocean brine. 


How could the stars lose their reflected 
glow? 
1 cannot—no, I cannot let you go. 
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Style No. 104 
Sizes: 9-17 

10-20 938 
Sizes: 40-48 


StyLE No. 490—The long jacket 
suit—with flattery in every line—set 
off with rich VELVET collar, cuffs 
and buttons. Superbly tailored in 
fine checked menswear rayon suit- 
ing. Black, navy or brown. 


STYLE No. 498—Same suit in solid 
colors of fine crease-resistant rayon 
gabardine. Grey, navy, brown, black. 





Style No. 490 
Style No. 498 


Sizes: 


Sizes: 40-48 


1098 


















Sizes: 
9-17 
10-20 







STYLE No. 104—Buttons on the 
brief jacket and down one side 
of the skirt make this smart 
suit fashion news. Fine rayon 
checked suiting in navy, brown, 
black. 










StyLe No. 450—Paris Elegance 
... See how soutache embroidery 
rings its tiny collar, dramatizes 
its side panels. See its slimming 
lines in fine rayon crepe. Black, 
navy, green, brown. 
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7” Skylark Origin 





Style No. 450 


Sizes: 40-48 





“. 
als “~~, 






















of 153 W. 27th St., New York 1, N. Y.% 
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4 CJ PREPAM) ORDER. | enclose price of 


¢ 


garment plus 20¢ to cover postage and handling. 
































MONEY Fg 0 C.0.D. ORDER. I will pay postman price of % 
f garment plus postage and C.0.1D. charges. ‘ 
a I may return garment in 10 days if not satished. 4 
BACK 4 Style No. Size 1st Color Choice | 2nd Color Choice : 
¢ T : 
‘ — e 
GUARANTEE ‘ | ; 
s L 4 
* 
@ NAME ¢ 
* ? 
@ ADDRESS a 
*< of 
‘@ CITY STATE e 
ee — © 
Tee Dept. 71-01 ae 





PROGRESSIVE CLUB VOTES 
CHESTERFIELD “FAVORITE CIGARETTE” 


HESTERFIELD . 
gives you MILDNESS = 


plus NO UNPLEASANT AFTER-TASTE 











